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T^OTICE. 



[Sir Walter Scott commenced the compo- 
sition of EoKEBY at Abbotsford, on the 15th of 
September 1812, and finished it -on the last day 
of the following December, 

The reader may be interested with the follow- 
ing extracts from his letters to his friend and 
printer, Mr Ballantyne. 

" AW>Uf<yrd, 28^A OcU 1812. 
'^ Dear James, 
" I SEND you to-day better than the third sheet of 
Canto II., and I trust to send the other three sheets 
in the course of the week. I expect that you will 
have three cantos complete before I quit this place — 
on the 11th of November. Surely, if you do your 
part, the poem may be out by Christmas ; but you 
must not dandle over your typographical scruples. I 

IX. A 
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2 NOTICE. 

have too much respect for the public to neglect any 
thing in my poem to attract their attention ; and you 
misunderstood me much, when you supposed that I 
designed any new experiments in point of composition. 
I only meant to say, that knowing well that the said 
public will never be pleased with exactly the same 
thing a second time, I saw the necessity of giving a 
certain degree of novelty, by throwing the interest 
more on character than in my former poems, without 
certainly meaning to exclude either incident or descrip- 
tion. I think you will see the same sort of difference 
taken in all my former poems, of which I would say, 
if it is fair for me to say any thing, that the force in 
the Lay is thrown on style, — ^in Marmion, on descrip- 
tion, — and in the Lady of the Lake, on incident." 

3^ November. — " As for my story, the conduct of 
the plot, which must be made natural and easy, pre- 
vents my introducing any thing light for some time. 
You must advert, that in order to give poetical effect 
to any incident, I am often obliged to be much longer 
than I expected in the detail. You are too much like 
the country squire in the what d'ye call it, who com- 
mands that the play should not only be a tragedy and 
comedy, but that it should be crowned with a spice of 
your pastoral. As for what is popular, and what peopie 
like, and so forth, it is all a joke. Be interesting; do 
the thing well, and the only difference will be, that 
people will like what they never liked before, and will 
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KOnCB. 3 

like it so much the better for the noveltj of their feel- 
ings towards it. Dolness and tameness are the only 
irreparable faults." 

December Slst. — " With kindest wishes on the re- 
turn of the season, I send you the last of the copy of 
Rokeby. If you are not engaged at home, and like to 
call in, we will drink good luck to it ; but do not de- 
range a family party. 

'' There is something odd and melancholy in con- 
cluding a poem with the year, and I could be almost 
siUy and sentimental about it. I hope you think I 
have done my best I assure you of my wishes the 
work may succeed ; and my exertions to get out in 
time were more inspired by your interest and John's, 
than my own. And so vogue la galere. 
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INTRODUCTION 



TO 



ROKEBY 



Between the publication of " The Lady of 
the Lake," which was so eminently successful, 
and that of " Rokeby," in 1813, three years had 
intervened. I shall not, I believe, be accused of 
ever having attempted to usurp a superiority 
over many men of genius, my contemporaries; 
but, in point of popularity, not of actual talent, 
the caprice of the public had certainly given me 
such a temporary superiority over men, of whom, 
in regard to poetical fancy and feeling, I scarcely 
thought myself worthy to loose the shoe-latch. 
On the other hand, it would be absurd affecta- 
tion in me to deny, that I conceived myself to 
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8 IKTRODUCTION TO BOKEBY. 

understand, more perfectly than many of my con- 
temporaries, the manner most likely to interest 
the great mass of mankind. Yet, even with this 
belief, I must truly and fairly say, that I always 
considered myself rather as one who held the 
bets, in time to be paid over to the winner, than 
as having any pretence to keep them in my own 
right. 

In the meantime years crept on, and tiot with- 
out their usual depredations on the passing ge- 
neration. My sons had arrived at the age when 
the paternal home was no longer their best abode, 
as both were destined to active life. The field- 
sports, to which I was peculiarly attached, had 
now less interest, and were replaced by other 
amusements of a more quiet character ; and the 
means and opportunity of pursuing these were 
to be sought for. I had, indeed, for some years 
attended to farming, a knowledge of which is, or 
at least was then, indispensable to the comfort 
of a family residing in a solitary country-house ; 
but although this was the favourite amusement 
of many of my friends, I have never been able to 
consider it as a source of pleasure. I never could 
think it a matter of passing importance, that my 
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cattle, or crops, were better or more plentiful 
than those of my neighbours ; and neyertheless I 
began to feel the necessity of some more quiet 
out-door occupation, different from those I had 
hitherto pursued. I purchased a small farm of 
about 100 acres, with the purpose of planting 
and improving it, to which property circum- 
stances afterwards enabled me to make consider- 
able additions ; and thus an era took place in my 
life, almost equal to the important one mentioned 
by the Vicar of Wakefield, when he removed from 
the Blue-room to the Brown. In point of neigh- 
bourhood, at least, the change of residence made 
little more difference. Abbotsford, to which we 
removed, was only six or seven miles down the 
Tweed, and lay on the same beautiful stream. 
It did not possess the romantic character of Ashe- 
stiel, my former residence ; but it had a stretch 
of meadow-land along the river, and possessed, 
in the phrase of the landscape-gardener, consi- 
derable capabilities. Above all, the land was my 
own, like Uncle Toby's Bowling-green, to do 
what I would with. It had been, though the 
gratification was long postponed, an early wish 
of mine to connect myself with my mother-earth. 
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10 INTRODUCTION TO SOKEBY. 

and prosecute those experiments by which a spe- 
cies of creative powor is exercised over the face 
of nature. I can trace, even to childhood, a plea- 
sure derived from Dodsley's account of Shen- 
8tone*s Leasowes, and I envied the poet much 
more for the pleasure of accomplishing the objects 
detailed in his friend's sketch of his grounds, than 
for the possession of pipe, crook, flock, and Fhillis 
to boot. My memory, also, tenacious of quaint 
expressions, still retained a phrase which it had 
gathered from an old almanack of Charles the 
Second's time (when everything down to alma- 
nacks affected to be smart), in which the reader, 
in the month of June, is advised for health's sake 
to walk a mile or two every day before breakfast, 
and, if he can possibly so manage, to let his ex- 
ercise be taken upon his own land. 

With the satisfaction of having attained the 
fulfilment of an early and long-cherished hope, 
I commenced my improvements, as delightful 
in their progress as those of the child who first 
makes a dress for a new doll. The nakedness of 
the land was in time hidden by woodlands of 
considerable extent — the smallest of possible cot- 
tages was progressively expanded into a sort of 
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dream of a mansion-house, whimsical in the ex- 
terior, but conyenient within. Nor did I forget 
what is the natural pleasure of every man who 
has been a reader, I mean the filling the shelyes 
of a tolerably large library. All these objects I 
kept in view, to be executed as conyenience should 
serye; and, although I knew many years must 
elapse before they could be attained, I was of a 
disposition to comfort myself with the Spanish 
proyerb, " Time and I against any two." 

The difiScuIt and indispensable point, of finding 
a permanent subject of occupation, was now at 
length attained ; but there was annexed to it the 
necessity of becoming again a candidate for public 
favour; for, as I was turned improver on the earth 
of the eyery-day world, it was under condition 
that the small tenement of Parnassus, which 
might be accessible to my labours, should not 
remain uncultivated. 

I meditated, at first, a poem on the subject of 
Bruce, in which I made some progress, but after- 
wards judged it advisable to lay it aside, sup- 
posing that an English story might have more 
novelty; in consequence, the precedence was 
given to " Eokeby.'* 
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If subject and scenery coald hare influenced 
the fate of a poem, that of " Bokeby" should 
have been eminently distinguished; for the 
grounds belonged to a dear friend, with whom 
I had lived in habits of intimacy for many yearfit^ 
and the place itself united the romantic beauties 
of the wilds of Scotland with the rich and smil- 
ing aspect of the southern portion of the island. 
But the Cavaliers and Roundheads, whom I 
attempted to summon up to tenant this beautiM 
region, had for the public neither the novelty 
nor the peculiar interest of the primitive High- 
landers. This, perhaps, was scarcely to be 
expected, considering that the general mind 
sympathizes readily and at once with the stamp 
which nature herself has affixed upon the man- 
ners of a people living in a simple and patri- 
archal state ; whereas it has more difficulty in 
understanding or interesting itself in manners 
founded upon those peculiar habits of thinking 
or acting, which are produced by the progress 
of society. We could read with pleasure the 
tale of the adventures of a Cossack or a Mongol 
Tartar, while we only wonder and stare oyer 
those of the lovers in the '^Pleasing Chinese 
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History/' where the embarrassments turn upon 
difficnltiea arising out of unintelligible delicacies 
peculiar to the customs and manners of that 
affected people. 

The cause of m; failure had, however, a far 
deeper root. The manner, or style, which, by 
its novelty, attracted the public in an unusual 
degree, had now, after having been three times be- 
fore them, exhausted the patience of the read- 
er, and began in the fourth to lose its charms. 
The reviewers may be said to have apostro- 
phized the author in the language of PameU's 
Edwin :— 

*^ And here reverse the charm, he cries, 
And let it fiiirly now suffice, 
The gambol has been shewn.** 

The licentious combination of rhymes, in a 
manner not perhaps very congenial to our lan- 
guage, had not bemi confined to the author. 
Indeed, in most similar cases, the inventors of 
such novelties have their reputation destroyed 
by their own imitators, as Action fell under the 
fiiry of his own dogs. The present author, like 
Bobadil, had taught his trick of fence to a hun? 
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14 INTRODUCTION TO BOKEBT. 

dred gentlemen (and ladies'), who conld fence 
very nearlj, or quite, as well as himself. Fop 
this there was no remedy ; the harmony became 
tiresome and ordinary, and both the original 
inventor and his invention must have fallen into 
contempt, if he had not found out another road 
to public favour. What has been said of the 
metre only, must be considered to apply equally 
to the structure of the Poem and of the style. 
The very best passages of any popular style are 
not, perhaps, susceptible of imitation, but they 
may be approached by men of talent; and those 
who are less able to copy them, at least lay hold 
of their peculiar features, so as to produce a 
strong burlesque. In either way, the effect of the 
manner is rendered cheap and common ; and, in 

^ [*^ Scott found peculiar favour and imitation among 
the fair sex : there was Miss Halford, and Miss Mitford, 
and Miss Francis ; but, with the greatest respect be it 
spoken, none of his imitators did much honour to the 
original, except Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, until the 
appearance of ' The Bridal of Triermain* and ' Harold 
the Dauntless,' which, in the opinion of some, equalled^ 
if not surpassed, him ; and lo I after three or four years, 
they turned out to be the Master's own compositions."] — ' 
Byron's Works^ vol. xv. p. 96. 
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tlie latter case, ridiculous to boot. The evil con- 
sequences to an author's reputation are at least 
as fatal as those which come upon the musical 
composer, when his melody falls into the hands of 
the street ballad-singer. 

Of the unfayourable species of imitation, the 
author's style gaye room to a yery large number, 
owing to an appearance of facility to which some 
of those who used the measure unquestionably 
leaned too far. The effect of the more fayour- 
able imitations, composed by persons of talent, 
was almost equally unfortunate to the original 
minstrel, by shewing that they could overshoot 
him with his own bow. In short, the popularity 
which once attended the School, as it was called, 
was now fast decaying. 

Besides all this, to have kept his ground at 
the crisis when " Rokeby" appeared, its author 
ought to haye put forth his utmost strength, 
and to haye possessed at least all his original 
adyantages, for a mighty and unexpected riyal 
was advancing on the stage— a rival not in 
poetical powei*s only, but in that art of attracting 
popularity, in which the present writer had 
hitherto preceded better m^n than himself. The 
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reader will easily see that Byron is here meant^ 
who, after a little Telitation of no great promise, 
now appeared as a serious candidate, in the 
" First two Cantos of Childe Harold."* I was 
astonished at the power evinced by that work, 
which neither the " Hours of Idleness," nor the 
''English Bards and Scotch Beviewers,*' had 
prepared me to expect from its author. There 
was a depth in his thought, an eager abundance 
in his diction, which argued foU confidence in 
the inexhaustible resources of which he felt him- 
self possessed ; and there was some appearance 
of that labour of the file, which indicates that 
the author is consdons of the necessity of doing 
erery justice to his work, that it may pass war- 

^ [^^ These two Cantos were published in London in 
March 1812, and immediately placed thdr author on a 
level with the very highest names of his age. The im- 
pression they created was more uniform, dedsiye, and tri- 
umphant, than any that had been witnessed in this coun- 
try for at least two generations. ^ I awoke one morning,* 
he says, ^ and found myself £unous.* In truth, he had 
fixed himself, at a single bound, on a summit, such as no 
English poet had ever before attained, but after a long 
succession of painful and comparatively neglected effi>rts." 
^•^Adveriuement to Btbon's Life and Worhsj toI. vm.] 
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rant. Lord Byron was also a traveller, a man 
whose ideas were fired by having seen, in distant 
scenes of diflSculty and danger, the places whose 
very names are recorded in our bosoms as the 
shrines of ancient poetry. For his own misfor- 
tune, perhaps, but certain iy to the high increase 
of his poetical character, nature had mixed in 
Lord Byron's system those passions which agi- 
tate the human heart with most violence, and 
which may be said to have hurried his bright 
career to an early close. There would have 
been little wisdom in measuring my force with 
so formidable an antagonist, and I was as likely 
to tire of playing the second fiddle in the concert, 
as my audience pf hearing me. Age also was 
advancing. I was growing insensible to those 
subjects of excitation by which youth is agitated. 
I had around me the most pleasant but least 
exciting of all society, that of kind friends and 
an aflfectionate family. My circle of employ- 
ments was a narrow one; it occupied me con- 
stantly, and it became daily more difScult for me 
to interest myself in poetical composition : — 

'* How happily the days of Thalaba went by !" 

IX. B 
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Yet, though conscious that I must be, in the 
opinion of good judges, inferior to the place I 
had for four or five years held in letters, and 
feeling alike that the latter was one to which I 
had only a temporary right, I could not brook 
the idea of relinquishing literary occupation, 
which had been so long my chief dirersion. Nei- 
ther was I disposed to choose the alternative 
of sinking into a mere editor and conmientator, 
though that was a species of labour which I had 
practised, and to which I was attached. But I 
could not endure to think that I might not. 
whether known or concealed, do something of 
more importance. My inmost thoughts were 
those of the Trojan Captain in the galley 
race, — 

*^ Non jam prima peto Mnestheus, neque vincere certo ; 
Quanquam O ! — sed superent, quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti : 
Extremes pudeat rediisse : hoc vindte, dyes, 
Et prohibete nefes."*— .SEn. lib. v. 194. 

1 [" I seek not now the foremost palm to gain ; 
Though yet— but ah ! that haughty wish is yain I 
Let those enjoy it whom the gods ordain. 
But to be last* the lags of all the race ! — 
Redeem yourselves and me from that disgrace." 

Drydbn.] 
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I had, indeed, some prirate reasons for my 
^'Qoanqnam 01" which were not worse than 
those of Mnesthens. I have already hinted that 
the materials were collected for a poem on the 
snbject of Bmce, and fragments of it had been 
shewn to some of my friends, and received with 
applause. Notwithstanding, therefore, the emi- 
nent success of Byron, and the great chance of 
his taking the wind out of my sails, ^ there was, 
I judged, a species of cowardice in desisting 
from the task which I had undertaken, and it 
was time enough to retreat when the battle 
should be more decidedly lost. The sale of 
''Rokeby," excepting as compared with that of 
" The Lady of the Lake,*' was in the highest 
degree respectable; and as it included fifteen 

^ [" George Ellis and Murray have been talking some- 
thing about Scott and me, George pro Scoto^ — and very 
right too. If they want to depose him I only wish 
they would not set me up as a competitor. I like the 
man — and admire his works to what Mr Braham calls 
Entusymusy. All such stuff can only vex him, and do me 
no good." — Btron's Diary, Nov, 1813 — Works, voLii 
p. 269.] 
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hundred quartos/ in those quarto-reading days, 
the trade had no reason to be dissatisfied. 

W. S. 

Abbotsford, April 1830. 

* [The 4to Edition was published in January 1813.] 
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TO 

JOHN B. S. MORRITT, ESQ. 

THIS POEM, 

THE 90ENE OF WHICH IS LAID IN HIS BBACTIFUL DBMESNSOF 
BOKEBI, 

IS nraosiBED, 

IV TOKEV OF BIVCBRB FRIENDSHIP, 
BT 

WALTER RCOTT.» 



1 [Deo. 18, 1812. 1 
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The scene of this poem is laid at Boheby^ near Qreta Bridge^ 
in Yorkshire, and shifts to the adfacent fortress of Barnard 
Castle, and to other places in that Vicinity, 

The Time occupied by the Action is a space of Five Days, 
Three of which are supposed to elapse between the end of the 
Fifth and beginning of the Sixth Canto, 

The date of the supposed events is immediately subsequent to 
ihe great Battle of Marston Moor, Sd July 1644. I%is period 
of public confusion has been chosen, unthottt any purpose of com- 
bining the Fable with the Military or Political events of the 
Civil War, biU only as affording a degree of probability to the 
Fictitious Narrative now presented to the PubUc.^ 

1 [" Behold another lay from the harp of that indefatigable 
minstrel, who has so often proToked the censure, and extorted 
the admiration of his critics ; and who, regardless of both, and 
following every impulse of his own inclination, has yet raised 
himself at once, and apparently with little effort* to the pinnacle 
of public favour. 

" A poem thus recommended may be presumed to have already 
reached the whole circle of our readerst and we believe that all 
those readers will concur with us in considering Rokeby as a 
composition, which, if it had preceded, instead of following, 
Marmion, and the Lady of the Lake, would have contributed, as 
effectually as they have done, to the establishment of Mr Soott's 
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high reputation. Whether, timed as it now is, it be likely to 
satisfy the just expectations which that reputation has excited, 
is a question which, perhaps, will not be decided with the same 
unanimity. Our own opinion is in the afBrmative, but we con- 
fess that this is our revised opinion ; and that when we concluded 
our first perusal of Rokeby, our gratification was not quite un- 
mixed with disappointment. The reflections by which this 
impression has been subsequently modified, arise out of our 
general Tiew of the poem ; of the interest inspired by the fable; 
of the masterly delineations of the characters by whose agency 
the plot is unraTelled ; and of the spirited nervous conciseness 
of the narrati¥e.'^--QtMwterly Bevimv, No. twU] 
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R K E B T. 



CANTO FIB8T. 



I. 

The Moon is in her summer glow, 
But hoarse and high the breezes blow. 
And, racking o'er her face, the cloud 
Varies the tincture of her shroud ; 
On Barnard's towers, and Tees's stream.^ 
She changes as a guilty dream. 
When Conscience, with remorse and fear, 
Goads sleeping Fancy's wild career. 
Her light seems now the blush of shame, 
Seems now fierce anger's darker flame. 
Shifting that shade, to come and go, 
Like apprehension's hurried glow ; 
Then sorrow's livery dims the air. 
And dies in darkness, like despair. 
Such varied hues the warder sees 
Reflected from the woodland Tees. 

t [See Appendix, Note A.] 
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Then from old Baliors tower looks forth^ 
Sees the clouds mustering in the north, 
Hears, upon turret-roof and wall, 
By fits the plashing rain-drop fiEdl,^ 
Lists to the breeze's boding sound, 
And wraps his shaggy mantle round. 

II. 

Those towers, which in the changeful gleam' 
Throw murky shadows on the stream, 
Those towers of Barnard hold a guest, 
The emotions of whose troubled breast. 
In wild and strange confusion driven, 
Kival the flitting rack of heaven. 
Ere sleep stem Oswald's senses tied, 
Oft had he changed his weary side, 
Composed his limbs, and vainly sought 
By effort strong to banish thought. 
Sleep came at length, but with a train 
Of feelings true' and fancies vain, 
MingHng, in wild disorder cast. 
The expected future with the past. 
Conscience, anticipating time. 
Already rues the enacted crime. 
And calls her furies forth, to shake 
The sounding scourge and hissing snake ; 

1 [This couplet is not in the Original MS.] 

* [MS. « shifting gleam.**] 

> pas.-*** Of feelings rraf . »nd fancies vain.1 
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While her poor victim's outward throes 
Bear witness to his mental woes, 
And show what lesson may be read 
Beside a sinner's restless bed. 

III. 

Thus Oswald's labouring feelings trace 
Strange changes in his sleeping face, 
Rapid and ominous as these 
With which the moonbeams tinge the Tees. 
There might be seen of shame the blush. 
There anger's dark and fiercer flush, 
While the perturbed sleeper's hand 
Seem'd grasping dagger-knife, or brand. 
Relax'd that grasp, the heavy sigh, 
The tear in the half-opening eye. 
The pallid cheek and brow, confess'd 
That grief was busy in his breast 5 
Nor paused that mood — a sudden start 
Impell'd the life-blood from the heart : 
Features convulsed, and mutterings dread. 
Show terror reigns in sorrow's stead. 
That pang the painful slumber broke,* 
And Oswald with a start awoke.* 

1 [US.—** Nor lonter nfttnre bean the shock. 
That pang the slnmberer awoke."] 

' [There appear^ some resemblance betwixt the visions of Of' 
wald*8 sleep and the waking dream of the Giaour :— 
** He stood.— Some dread was on his face. 
Soon Hatred settled in its place ; 
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IV. 

He woke, and fear'd again to close 
His eylids in such dire repose ; 
He woke, — to watch the lamp, and tell 
From hour to hour the castle-bell, 
Or listen to the owlet's cry, 
Or the sad breeze that whistles by, 
Or catch, by fits, the tuneless rhyme 
With which the warder cheats the time, 
And envying think, how, when the sun 
Bids the poor soldier's watch be done, 
Couch'd on his straw, and fancy-free, 
He sleeps like careless infancy. 



It rose not with the reddening flash 

or transient Anger*B hasty blush. 

Bat pale as marble o'er the tomb. 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 

His brow was bent, his eye was glased t 

He raised his arm, and fiercely raised. 

And sternly shook his hand on high. 

At donhting to return or fly ; 

Impatient of his flight delay'd. 

Here loud his raven charger neighM— 

Down glanced that hand, and grasp'd his blade } 

That sound had burst his waking dream. 

As slumber starts at owlet's scream. 

The spur hath lanced his courser's sides x 

Away, awi^. for life he rides. 

'Twas but a moment that he stood* 

Then sped as if by death pursued. 

But In that instant o'er his soul, 

innters of memory seem'd to roll. 

And gather In that drop of time, 

A llfb of pain, an age of crime." 

Btkox's Workt, rol. Ix. p. 157. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CkmtO /. BOKKBT. 33 

V. 

Far town-ward sounds a distant tread, 
And Oswald, starting from his bed, 
Hath caught it, though no human ear, 
Unsharpen'd by revenge and fear, 
Could e'er distinguish horse's clank, 
Until it reached the castle bank.^ 
Now nigh and plain the sound appear^t, 
The warder's challenge now he hears,^ 

ifMS.-** THIundtnuatk the CMtle bank. 

Ifigk and mor* nigh the sound ftppean. 
The warder's challenge next he hears.'*] 

> I have had occasion to remark, in real life, the effect of keen 
and ferment anxiety in gi?ing acuteness to the organs of sense. 
My gifted firiend, Miss Joanna Baillie« whose dramatic works dis- 
play snch intimate acquaintance with the operations of human 
passion, has not omitted this remarkable circumstance : — 

** Dt M«mtfort. {Offki$ fnard.) »Tis Besenrelt t I heard his well^knownfoot,. 
From the first staircase monnting step by step. 

Fr^. How quick an ear thoa hast for distant sound ! 
I heard him not. 

[/>« Hontfort look$ «aiiarra««*d, and i$ •«/cii<.'*J 

[•• The natural superiority of the instrument over the employ er^ 
of bold, unhesitating, practised vice, over timid, selfish, crafty ini- 
quity, is very finely painted throughout the whole of this scene, 
and the dialogue that ensues. That the mind of Wycliffe, wrought 
to the utmost agony of suspense, has given such acuteness to his 
bodily organs, as to enable him to distinguish the approach of his 
hired bravo* while at a distance beyond the reach of common 
hearing, is grandly imagined, and admirably true to nature."— 
Critical Beview.'] 

IX. C 
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Then clanking chains and levers tell, 
That o'er the moat the drawbridge fell, 
And, in the castle court below, 
Voices are heard, and torches glow, 
As marshalling the stranger's way, 
Straight for the room where Oswald lay 5 
The cry was, — " Tidings from the host,^ 
Of weight — a messenger comes post" 
Stifling the tumult of his breast. 
His answer Oswald thus expressed — 
^* Bring food and wine, and trim the fire ; 
Admit the stranger, and retire." 

VL 

The stranger came with heavy stride,' 
The morion's plumes his visage hide. 
And the buff-coat, an ample fold. 
Mantles his form's gigantic mould.' 
Full slender answer deigned he 
To Oswald's anxious courtesy. 
But mark'd, by a disdainful smile. 
He saw and scom'd the petty wile. 



1 CMS.—** The 017 WM.— * Herlni^un oomet port* 
With tidings of ft hftttle lost.* 
As one that roused himself (torn rest, 
Hisftuirer,***e.] 

1 [MS. ** wtth heftTy pftce. 

The plumed morion hid his face.**] 

s [See Appendix, Note B.] 
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When Oswdld changed the torch's place, 

Anxious that on the soldier's face* 

Its partial lustre might be thrown, 

To shew his looks, yet hide his own. 

His guest, the while, laid low aside 

The ponderous cloak of tough bull's hide, 

And to the torch glanced broad and clear 

The corslet of a cuirassier ; 

Then from his brows the casque he drew. 

And from the dank plume dash'd the dew, 

From gloves of mail relieved his hands,^ 

And spread them to the kindling brands. 

And, turning to the genial board,' 

Without a health, or pledge, or word 

Of meet and social reference said. 

Deeply he drank, and fiercely fed ;* 

As free from ceremony's sway. 

As famish'd wolf that tears his prey. 

VII. 

With deep impatience, tinged with fear. 
His host beheld him gorge his cheer, 

1 [MS.—** Thfti fen upon the stnuiser'k fjace."] 

« [MS. "heAwrf his hwidi.-] 

s [MS.-** Then tarn'd to the replenleh'd board.**] 
4 [<• The description of Bertram which follows, is highly pictu- 
resque; and the rude air of conscious superiority with which he 
treats his employer, prepares the reader to enter into the f uU spirit 
of his character. These, and many other little circumstances 
which none but a poetical mind could harre conceired, give great 
relief to the stronger touches with which this excellent sketch 
is completed.**— CW^ioa2 Eemew.'] 
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And qua£f the full carouse, that lent 
His brow a fiercer hardiment. 
Now Oswald stood a space aside, 
Now paced the room with hasty stride, 
In feverish agony to learn 
Tidings of deep and dread concern, 
Cursing each moment that his guest 
Protracted o'er his ruffian feast,* 
Yet, viewing with alarm, at last, 
The end of that uncouth repast. 
Almost he seem'd their haste to rue, 
As, at his sign, his train withdrew. 
And left him with the stranger, free 
To question of his mystery. 
Then did his silence long proclaim 
A struggle between fear and shame. 

VIII. 

Much in the stranger's mien appears, 
To justify suspicious fears. 
On his dark face a scorching clime. 
And toil, had done the work of time, 
Roughen'd the brow, the temples bared, 
And sable hairs with silver shared. 
Yet left — ^what age alone could tame — 
The lip of pride, the eye of flame ; ^ 

> [MS.—** Protracted o'er his sav&ge feast, 
Tet with alarm be saw at last.**] 

« [" As Roderick rises abo^e Marmion, so Bertram ascends 
aboTe Roderick Dhu in awfulness of stature and strength of co- 
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The full-drawn lip that upward curPd, 
The eye, that seem'd to scorn the world. 
That lip had terror never blench'd ; 
Ne'er in that eye had tear-drop quench'd 
The flaah severe of swarthy glow, 
That mock'd at pain, and knew not woe. 
Inured to danger's direst form, 
Tomade and earthquake, flood and storm, 
Death had he seen by sudden blow. 
By wasting plague, by tortures slow,' 

louring. We have trembled at Roderick ; but we look with doubt 
and suspicion at the Tery shadow of Bertram — ^and, as we approach 
him, we shrink with terror and antipathy from 
* The lip of pride, the eye of flame.* 

British Critic."] 
1 In this character, I have attempted to sketch one of those 
West-Indian adTenturers, who, during the course of the seren- 
teenth century, were popularly known by tlie name of Bucaniers. 
The successes of the English in the predatory incursionsupou 
Spanish America, during the reign of Elizabeth, had never been 
forgotten ; and, from that period downward, the exploits of Drake 
and Raleigh were imitated, upon a smaller scale indeed, but with 
equally desperate valour, by small bands of pirates, gathered from 
all nations, but chiefly French and English. The engrossing 
policy of the Spaniards tended greatly to increase the number of 
these freebooters, from whom their commerce and colonies suf- 
fered, in the issue, dreadful calamity. The Windward Islands, 
which the Spaniards did not deem worthy their own occupation, 
had been gradually settled by adventurers of the French and Eng- 
lish nations. But Frederic of Toledo, who was despatched in 1630, 
with a powerful fleet against the Dutch, had orders from the Court 
of Madrid to destroy these colonies, whose vicinity at once of- 
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By mine or breach, by steel or ball, 
Knew all his shapes, and scom'd them all. 

IX. 
But yet, though Bebtkam's hardend look, 
Unmoved, could blood and danger brook, 
Still worse than apathy had place 
On his swart brow and callous face ; 
For evil passions, cherish'd long, 
Had ploughed them with impressions strong. 

fended the pride and excited the jealous suspicions of their Spanish 
neighbours. This order the Spanish Admiral executed with suffi- 
cient rigour ; but the only consequence was, that the planters, 
being rendered desperate by persecution, began, under the well- 
know name of Bucaniers, to commence a retaliation so horridly 
savage, that the perusal makes the reader shudder. When they 
carried on their depredations at sea, they boarded, without re- 
spect to disparity of number, every Spanish vessel that came in 
their way; and, demeaning themselves, both in the battle and af- 
ter the conquest, more like demons than human beings, they suc- 
ceeded in impressing their enemies with a sort of superstitious 
terror, which rendered them incapable of offering effectual resist- 
ance. From piracy at sea« they advanced to making predatory de- 
scents on the Spanish territories ; in which they displayed the 
same furious and irresistible valour, the same thirst of spoil, and 
the same brutal inhumanity to their captives. The large treasures 
which they acquired in their adventures, they dissipated by the 
most unbounded licentiousness in gaming, women, wine, and de- 
bauchery of every species. When their spoils were thus wasted, 
they entered into some new association, and undertook new ad- 
ventures. For further particulars concerning these extraordi- 
nary banditti, the reader may consult Raynal, or the common 
and popular book called The History of the Bucaniers. 
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All that giyes gloss to sin, all gay 
Light folly, past with youth away. 
But rooted stood, in manhood's hour, 
The weeds of vice without their flower. 
And yet the soil in which they grew, 
Had it been tamed when Ufe was new. 
Had depth and vigour to bnng forth ' 
The hardier fruits of virtuous worth. 
Not that, e'en then, his heart had known 
The gentler feelings' kindly tone ; 
But lavish waste had been refined 
To bounty in his chasten'd mind, 
And lust of gold, that waste to feed, 
Been lost in love of glory's meed, 
And, frantic then no more, his pride 
Had ta'en fair virtue for its guide. 

X. 

Even now, by conscience unrestrain'd, 
Clogg'd by gross vice, by slaughter stain'd, 
Still knew his danng soul to soar, 
And mastery o'er the mind he bore ; 

*■ [MS. — '• Shewed depth and vigour to bring forth 
The MbUst fmits of yirtuons worth. 
Then had the lust of gold accurst 
Been lost in glory's nobler thirst, 
And deep rerenge for trivial cause* 
l^een zeal for freedom and for laws. 
And, frantic then no more, his prldo 
Had ta'en fair Aonotirfor its guide."] 
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For meaner guilt, or heart less hard, 
Quail'd beneath Bertram's bold regard.^ 
And this felt Oswald, while in vain 
He strove, hy many a winding train. 
To lure his sullen guest to shew, 
Unask'd, the news he long'd to know, 
While on far other subject hung 
His heart, than faltered from his tongue.* 
Yet nought for that his guest did deign 
To note or spare his secret pain, 
But still, in stem and stubborn sort. 
Returned him answer dark and short, 

* [MS. ^"8tem regard."] 

3 [« The * mastery ' obtained by such a being as Bertram over 
the timid wickedness of inferior villains, is weU deUneated in the 
conduct of Oswald, who, though he had not hesitated to propose 
to' him the murder of his kinsman, is described as fearinp^ to ask 
him the direet quution, whether the crime hcu been aeeompUthed* 
We must confess, for our own parts, that we did not, tiU we came 
to the second reading of the canto, perceive the propriety, and 
even the moral beauty, of this circumstance. We are now quite 
convinced that, in introducing it, the poet has been guided by an 
accurate perception of the intricacies of human nature. The scent 
between King John and Hubert may probably have been present 
to his mind when he composed the dialogue between Oswald and 
his terrible agent ; but it will be observed, that the situations of 
the respective personages aremateriaUy different; the mysterious 
caution in which Shakspeare's usurper is made to involve the 
proposal of his crime, springs from motives undoubtedly more 
obvious and immediate, but not more consistent with truth and 
probabUlty, than that vrith which WycUffe conceals the drift of 
his fearful interrogatories.**— Cn^t«a< Review.'] 
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Or started from the theme, to range 
In loose digression wild and strange, 
And forced the embarrass*d host to hny^ 
By query close, direct reply. 

XL 

A while he glozed upon the cause 
Of Commons, Covenant, and Laws, 
And Church Reformed — ^but felt rebuke 
Beneath grim Bertram's sneering look. 
Then stammer'd — " Has a field been fought? 
Has Bertram news of battle brought ? 
For sure a soldier, famed so far 
In foreign field for feats of war, 
On eve of fight ne'er left the host. 
Until the field were won and lost.'' — 
" Here, in your towers by circling Tees, 
You, Oswald Wycliflfe, rest at ease ; ^ 
Why deem it strange that others come 
To share such safe and easy home, 
From fields where danger, death, and toil. 
Are the reward of civil broil ?" — ■ 
" Nay, mock not, friend ! since well we know 
The near advances of the foe. 
To mar our northern anny*s work, 
Encamp'd before beleaguered York ; 



1 [MS.^ — ** Safe sit you, Oswald^ and at ease."] 
a [MS.—" Award the meed of ciyil broU."] 
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Thy horse with valiant Faiifiea lay,^ 

And mnst hare fonght — ^how went the day?" — 

XIL 

" Wonldst hear the tale ? — On Marston heath* 
Mety front to front, the ranks of death ; 

1 [MS.—** Thy horsemen on the oatpostt lar.*] 
s The well-known and desperate battle of Long-Marston Moor, 
which terminated so nnfortnnatelj for the canse of Charles, com- 
menced under rery different auspices. Prince Rupert had marched 
with an army of 20,000 men for the relief of York, then besieged 
by Sir Thomas Fairfax, at the head of the Parliamentary army, 
and the Earl of Leven, with the Scottish auxiliary forces. In this 
he so completely succeeded, that he compelled the besiegers to re- 
treat to Marston Moor, a large open plain, about eight miles dis- 
tant from the city. Thither they were followed by the Prince, 
who had now united to his army the garrison of York, probably 
not less than ten thousand men strong, under the gallant Marquis 
(then Earl) of Newcastle. Whitelocke has recorded, with much 
impartiality, the following particulars of this eventful day:->**The 
right wing of the Parliament was commanded by Sir Thomas 
Fairfax, and consisted of all his horse, and three regiments of the 
Scots horse I the left wing was commanded by the Earl of Man- 
chester and Colonel Cromwell. One body of their foot was com- 
manded by Lord Fairfax, and consisted of his foot, and two 
brigades of the Scots foot for reserre ; and the main body of the 
. rest of the foot was commanded by General Lev^n. 

" The right wing of the Prince*s army was commanded by tlie 
Earl of Newcastle ; the left wing by the Prince himself; and the 
main body by General Goring, Sir Charles Lucas, and Major- 
General Porter ; — thus were both sides drawn up into battalia. 
" July 3d, 1644. In this posture both armies faced each other, 
and about seTen o'clock in the morning the fight began between 
them. The Prince, with his left wing, fell on the Parliament's. 
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Flonrisli'd the trumpets fierce, and now 

Fired was each eye, and flush'd each brow ; 

On either side loud clamours ring, 

' God and the Cause I' — ' God and the KingT 

Right English all, they rush'd to blows. 

With nought to win, and all to lose. 

I could have laugh'd — but lack'd the time — 

To see, in phrenesy sublime, 

right wing, routed them, and pursued them a great way ; the 
like did General Goring, Lucas, and Porter, upon the Parlia- 
ment's main bodj. The three generals, gixing all for lost, hasted 
out of the field, and many of their soldiers fled, and threw down 
their arms ; the King's forces too eagerly following them, the 
▼ictory, now almost achieyed by them, was again snatched out of 
their bands. For Colonel Cromwell, with the brave regiment of 
his countrymen, and Sir Thomas Fairfax, baring rallied some of 
his horse, fell upon the Prince's right wing, where the Earl of 
Newcastle was, and routed them { and the rest of their com- 
panions rallying, they fell altogether upon the divided bodies of 
Rupert and Goring, and totally dispersed them, and obtained a 
complete rictory, after three hours^ fight. 

** From this battle and the pursuit, some reckon were buried 
7000 Englishmen ; aU agree that abore 3000 of the Princess men 
were slain in the battle, besides those in the chase, and 3000 pri- 
soners taken, many of their chief officers, twenty-fiye pieces of 
ordnance, forty-seyen colours, 10,000 arms, two waggons of 
carabins and pistols, 130 barrels of powder, and all their bag and 
baggage.**— Whitelogke's A£em<rir8, fol. p. 89. Lend. 1682. 

Lord Clarendon informs us, that the King, prerious to receiy- 
ing the true account of the battle, had been informed, by an 
express from Oxford, ''that Prince Rupert had not only re- 
lieyed York, but totally defeated the Scots, with many parti- 
culars to confirm it, aU which was so much believed there, that 
they had made public fires of joy for the victory .'* 
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How the fierce zealots fought and bled, 
For king or state, as humour led ; 
Some for a dream of public good, 
Some for church-tippet, gown and hood, 
Draining their veins, in death to claim 
A patriot's or a martyr's name. — 
Led Bertram Kisingham the hearts,^ 
That counter'd there on adverse parts, 
No superstitious fool had I 
Sought £1 Dorados in the sky ! 
Chili had heard me through her states, 
And Lima oped her silver gates, 
Rich Mexico I had march'd through. 
And sack'd the splendours of Peru, 
Till sunk Pizarro's daring name, 
And, Cortez, thine, in Bertram's fame." — * 

1 [MS.—" Led I but half of such bold hearts, 
Aa countered theret" &c] 
3 [The Quarterly Reviewer (No. xtI.) thus states the causes of 
the hesitation he had in arriving at the ultimate opinion, that 
Jtokeby was worthy of the " high praise *' already quoted from the 
commencement of his article : — " We confess, then, that in the 
language and yersification of this poem, we were, in the first in- 
stance, disappointed. We do not mean to say that either is inva- 
riably faulty; neither is it within the power of accident that the 
conceptions of a vigorous and highly-cultivated mind, should uni- 
formly invest themselves in trivial expressions, or in dissonant 
rhymes; but we do think that those golden lines, which sponta- 
neously fasten themselves on the memory of the reader, are more 
rare, and that instances of a culpable, and almost slovenly inat- 
tention to the usual rules of diction and of metre, are more fre- 
quent in this, than in any preceding work of Mr Scott. In 
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" Still from the purpose wilt thou stray I 
Good gentle friend, how went the day?" — 

XIII. 
" Good am I deem'd at trumpet soimd, 
And good where goblets dance the round, 
Though gentle ne'er was joined, till now. 
With rugged Bertram's breast and brow. — 
But I resume. The battle's rage 
Was like the strife which currents wage, 
Where Orinoco, in his pride. 
Rolls to the main no tribute tide, 
But 'gainst broad ocean urges far 
A rival sea of roaring war ; 

support of this opinion, we adduce the following quotation, 
which occurs in stanza xii. ; and in the course of a description 
which is, in some parts, unusually splendid — 

* Led Bertrun Biilngham the hearts.' 

to 

* And. Oortes, thine, in Bertram's fame.' 

" The author, surely, cannot require to be told, that the feeble- 
ness of these jingling couplets is less offensive than their obscu- 
rity. The first line is unintelligible, because the conditional 
word ' if,* on which the meaning depends, is neither expressed 
nor implied in it ; and the third line is equally faulty, because 
the sentence, when restored to its natural order, can only ex- 
press the exact converse of the speaker's intention. We think 
it necessary to remonstrate against these barbarous inversions, 
because we consider the rules of grammar as the only shackles 
by which the Hudibrastic metre, already so licentious, can be 
confined within tolerable limits."] 
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While, in ten thousand eddies driven, 

The billows fling their foam to heaven. 

And the pale pilot seeks in vain, 

Whete rolls the river, where the main. 

Even thus upon the bloody field. 

The eddying tides of conflict wheeled * 

Ambiguous, till that heart of flame, 

Hot Rupert, on our squadrons came, 

Hurling against our spears a line 

Of gallants, fiery as their wine ; 

Then ours, though stubborn in their zeal, 

In zeal's despite began to reeL 

What wouldst thou more ? — ^in tumult tost, 

Our leaders fell, our ranks were lost 

A thousand men, who drew the sword 

For both the Houses and the Word, 

Preach'd forth from hamlet, grange, and down, 

To curb the crosier and the crown, 

Now, stark and stiflP, lie stretch'd in gore, 

And ne'er shall ndl at mitre more. — 

Thus fared it, when I left the fight. 

With the good Cause and Commons' right." — 

XIV. 

" Disastrous news !" dark Wycliffe said ; 
Assumed despondence bent his head, 
While ti-oubled joy was in his eye, 
The well-feign'd sorrow to belie. — 
^ [MS.— *< The doubtful tides of battle reerd.**] 
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'' Disastrous news ! — when needed most, 

Told ye not that your chiefis were lost ? 

Complete the woful tale, and say, 

Who fell upon that fatal day ; 

What leaders of repute and name 

Bought by their death a deathless fame.' 

If such my direst foeman's doom, 

My tears shall dew his honour'd tomb. — 

No answer? — ^Friend, of all our host, 

Thou know'st whom I should hate the most, 

Whom thou too, once, wert wont to hate, 

Yet lea vest me doubtful of his fate." — 

With look xmmoved, — " Of friend or foe. 

Aught," answer'd Bertram, " wouldst thou know. 

Demand in simple terms and plain, 

A soldier's answer shalt thou gain ; 

For question dark, or riddle high, 

I have nor judgment nor reply." 

XV. 

The wrath his art and fear suppressed. 
Now blazed at once in Wycliffe's breast ; 
And brave, from man so meanly bom, 
Boused his hereditary scorn. 
" Wretch I hast thou paid thy bloody debt? 
Philip op Moetham, lives he yet? 
False to thy patron or thine oath, 
Trait'rous or perjured, one or both, 
1 [MS. — '* Chose death in preference to shame.'*] 
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Slave I hast thou kept thy promise plight. 

To slay thy leader in the fight?" 

Then from his seat the soldier sprang, 

And Wycliflfe's hand he strongly wrung ; 

His grasp, as hard as glove of mail, 

Forced the red blood-drop from the nail — 

" A health I" he cried ; and, ere he quaflPd, 

Flung from him Wycliffe's hand, and laugh'd : 

— " Now, Oswald Wycliffe, speaks thy heart I 

Now play'st thou well thy genuine part ! 

Worthy, but for thy craven fear, 

Like me to roam a bucanier. 

What reck'st thou of the Cause divine, 

If Mortham's wealth and lands be thine ? 

What carest thou for beleaguer'd York, 

If this good hand have done its work ? 

Or what though Fairfax and his best 

Are reddening Marston's swarthy breast, 

If Philip Mortham with them lie, 

Lending his life-blood to the dye ? — * 

Sit, then I and as mid comrades free 

Carousing after victory. 

When tales are told of blood and fear, 

That boys and women' shrink to hear, 

» [MS.—** And heart's-blood lend to aid the dye ? 

Sit, then ! and as to comrades boon 

Carousing for achieTement won.**] 
a [MS.— ''That boys and cowards/' Ac] 
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From point to point I frankly tell * 
The deed of death as it befelL 

XVL 

** When purposed vengeance I forego, 

Term me a wretch, nor deem me foe ; 

And when an insult I forgive,^ 

Then brand me as a slave, and live ! — 

Philip of Mortham is with those 

Whom Bertram Risingham calls foes ; 

Or whom more sure revenge attends, • 

If numbered with ungrateful friends. 

As was his wont, ere battle glowed. 

Along the marshall'd ranks he rode. 

And wore his visor up the while. 

I saw his melancholy smile. 

When, fall opposed in front, he knew 

Where Rokeby's kindred banner flew. 

* And thus,' he said, ' will friends divide I ' — 

I heard, and thought how, side by side. 

We two had tum'd the battle's tide. 

In many a well-debated field. 

Where Bertram's breast was Philip's shield. 

1 [MS« — " Frank, as from mate to mate, I tell 
What way the deed of death befcU.**] 

> [MS. — ** Name when an insult I forgaTet 

And, Oswald Wycllffe, call me Blave."] 

* [MS. — '* Whom surest his reTenge attends, 
If number'd once among his friends.*^ 
IX. D 
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I thought on Darien's deserts pale, 
Where death bestrides the evening gale, 
How o'er my friend my cloak I threw, 
And fenceless faced the deadly dew; 
I thought on Quariana's cliff. 
Where, rescued from our foundering skiff^ 
Through the white breakers' wrath I bore 
Exhausted Mortham to the shore ; 
And when his side an arrow found, 
I sucked the Indian's venom'd wound. 
These thoughts like torrents rush'd along,^ 
To sweep away my purpose strong. 

XVII. 

** Hearts are not flint, and flints are rent ; 
Hearts are not steel, and steel is bent. 
When Mortham bade me, as of yore, 
Be near hiTn in the battle's roar, 
I scarcely saw the spears laid low, 
I scarcely heard the trumpets blow ; 
Lost was the war in inward strife. 
Debating Mortham's death or life. 
'Twas then I thought, how, lured to come, 
As partner of his wealth and home. 
Years of piratic wandering o'er. 
With him I sought our native shore. 



1 pdS.— " These thoughts rushM on, like torrent's sway, 
To sweep my stem resoWe away.**] 
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But Mortham's lord grew far estranged 

From the bold heart with whom he ranged ; 

Doubts, horrors, superstitious fears, 

Saddened and dimm'd descending years ; 

The wily priests their victim sought, 

And damm'd each free-bom* deed and thought. 

Then must I seek another home. 

My license shook his sober dome ; 

If gold he gave, in one wild day 

I reveird thrice the sum away. 

An idle outcast then I strayed. 

Unfit for tillage or for trade. 

Deemed, like the steel of rusted lance, 

Useless and dangerous at once. 

The women fear'd my hardy look. 

At my approach the peaceful shook ; 

The merchant saw my glance of flame, 

And lock'd his hoards when Bertram came ; 

Each child of coward peace kept far 

From the neglected son of war. 

XVIII. 
" But civil discord gave the call, 
And made my trade the trade of all. 
By Mortham urged, I came again 
His vassals to the fight to train. 

1 [MS.— •* Each Uberai deod.^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



52 BOKEBT. Canto L 

Wliat guerdon waited on my care I * 
I conld not cant of creed or prayer ; 
Sour fanatics eacli trast obtain'd^ 
And I, dishononr'd and disdained, 
Gain'd but the high and happy lot. 
In these poor arms to front the shot ! — 
All this thou knoVst, thy gestures tell ; 
Yet hear it o'er, and mark it well. 
'Tis honour bids me now relate 
Each circumstance of Mortham's fate. 

XIX. 

" Thoughts, from the tongue that slowly part, 
Glance quick as lightning through the heart. 
As my spur press'd my courser's side, 
Philip of Mortham*s cause was tried. 
And, ere the charging squadrons mix'd, 
His plea was cast, his doom was fix'H. 
I watched him through the doubtful fray. 
That changed as March's moody day,^ 
Till, like a stream that bursts its bank,' 
Fierce Rupert thundered on our flank. 

1 [MS.—** But of my labour what the meed ? 
I could not cant of church or creed."] 

* [MS. — •* That changed as with a whirlwind's sway,**] 

3 [ « dashing 

On thy war-horse through the ranks, 
Like a stream which bursts its banks.*' 

Byron's TTorit, toI. x. p. 276] 
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'Twas then, 'midst tumult, smoke, and strife. 
Where each man fought for death or life, 
'Twas then I fired my petronel, 
And Mortham, steed and rider, fell. 
One ^ying look he upward cast 
Of wrath and anguish — 'twas his last, 
Think not that there I stopp'd, to view 
What of the battle should ensue ; 
But ere I clear'd that bloody press. 
Our northern horse ran masterless ; 
Monckton and Mitton told the news,^ 
How troops of roundheads choked the Ouse, 
And many a bonny Scot, aghast. 
Spurring his palfrey northward, past. 
Cursing the day when zeal or meed 
First lured their Lesley o'er the Tweed." 
Yet when I reach'd the banks of Swale, 
Had rumour leam'd another tale ; 
With his barb'd horse, fresh tidings say, 
Stout Cromwell has redeem'd the day : ^ 

1 [MS.— ** Hot Bnpert on th^ spur pursues \ 

Whole troops of flters choked the Ouse.^J 

3 [See Appendix, Note C] 

3 Cromwell* with his regiment of cuirassiers, had a principal 
share in turning the fate of the day at Marston Moor ; which was 
equally matter of triumph to the Independents, and of grief and 
heart-burning to the Presbyterians and to the Scottish. Principal 
Baillie expresses his dissatisfaction as follows : — 

** The Independents sent up one quickly to assure that all bhe 
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But whether false the news, or trae, 
Oswald, I reck as light as you." 

XX. 

Not then by Wycliffe might be shewn, 
How his pride startled at the tone 
In which his complice, fierce and free, 
Asserted guilt's equality. 
In smoothest terms his speech he wove, 
Of endless friendship, faith, and love. 
Promised and vow'd in courteous sort. 
But Bertram broke professions short. 
" Wyclifie, be sure not here I stay, 
No, scarcely till the rising day ; 

glory of that night was theirs ; and they and their Major-Qeneral 
Cromwell had done it all there alone ; but Captain Stuart after- 
ward shewed the yanity and falsehood of their disgraceful rela- 
tion, God gave us that Tictory wonderfully. There were three 
generals on each side, Lesley, Fairfax, and Manchester ; Rupert, 
Newcastle, and King. Within half an hour and less, all six took 
them to their heels ; — this to you alone. The disadvantage of the 
ground, and violence of the flower of Prince Rupert's horse, car- 
Tied all our right-wing down ; only Eglinton kept ground, to his 
great loss ; his lieutenant-crowner, a brave man, I fear shall die, 
and his son Robert be mutilated of an arm. Lindsay had the 
greatest hazard of any ; but the beginning of the victory was 
from David Lesley, who before was much suspected of evil de- 
signs t he, with the Scots and CromwelPs horse, having the ad- 
vantage of the ground, did dissipate all before them."— B aillie*s 
LeUtrt and Jout^tutU, Edin. 1786, 8vo, ii. 36. 
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Wam'd by the legends of my youth,* 
I trust not an associate's truth. 
Do not my native dales prolong 
Of Percy Rede the tragic song, 
Train'd forward to his bloody fell, 
By Girsonfield, that treacherous Hall ? ^ 
Oft, by the Pringle's haunted side. 
The shepherd sees his spectre glide. 

1 LXS.—** Taught by the legends of my youth 
To tnut to no associate's troth.** 

2 In a poem, entitled " The Lay of the Reedwater Minstrel**' 
Newcastle* 1809, this tale, with many others peculiar to the val- 
ley of the Reed, is commemorated :— "The particulars of the 
traditional story of Parcy Reed of Troughend, and the Halls of 
Oirsonfield, the author had from a descendant of the family of 
Reed. From his account, it appears that Percival Reed, Esquire, 
a keeper of Reedsdale, was betrayed by the Halls (hence deno- 
minated the false-hearted Ha's) to a band of moss-troopers of 
the name of Crosier, who slew him at Batinghope, near the 
source of the Reed. 

** The Halls were* after the murder of Parcy Reed, held in 
such uniTersal abhorrence and contempt by the inhabitants of 
Reedsdale, for their cowardly aud treacherous behayiour, that 
they were obliged to leave the country.'* In another passage, we 
are Informed that the ghost of the injured borderer is supposed 
to haunt the banks of a brook called the Pringle. These Redes 
of Troughend were a very ancient family, as may be conjectured 
from their denying their surname from the riyer on which they 
bad their mansion, ^n epitaph on one of their tombs affirms, 
that the famUy held their lands of Troughend, which are situated 
on the Reed* nearly opposite to Otterbum, for the incredible 
Bpace of nine hundred years. 
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And near the spot that gave me name, 
The moated mound of Risingham/ 
Where Reed upon her margin sees 
Sweet Woodbnme's cottages and trees, 
Some ancient sculptor's art has shewn 
An outlaw's image on the stone ; ' 



I CMS.— ^ Stitt (y tho ipot that tare me name. 
The moated camp of Rislngham, 
A giant form the stranger sees. 
Half hid by rifted rocks and tieee.*] 

' Risingham, upon the rirer Reed, near the beautifdl hamlet of 
Woodbnni, is an ancient Roman station, formerly called Habi- 
tancum. Camden says, that in his time the popular account bore 
that it had been the abode of a deity, or giant, called Magon ; 
and appeals, in support of this tradition, as well as to the etymo* 
logy of Risingham, or Reisenham, which signifies, in GermaUt the 
habitation of the giants, to two Roman altars taken out of the 
riyer, inscribed, Deo Mooonti Cadenorum. About half a mile 
distant from Risingham, upon an eminence covered with scattered 
birch-trees and fragments of rock, there is cut upon a large rookt 
in €Uto relievo, a remarkable figure, called Robin of Risingham, or 
Robin of Reedsdale. It presents a hunter, with his bow raised ia 
one hand, and in the other what seems to be a hare. There is a 
quiver at the back of the figure, and he is dressed in a long eo&ti 
or kirtle, coming down to the knees, and meeting close, with a 
girdle bound round him. Dr Horseley, who saw all monuments of 
antiquity with Roman eyes, inclines to think this figure a Roman 
archer: and certainly the bow is rather of the ancient size than 
of that which was so formidable in tho hand of the English archers 
of the middle ages. But the rudeness of the whole figure prevents 
our founding strongly upon mere inaccuracy of proportion. The 
popular tradition is, that it represents a giant, whose brother re- 
sided at Woodbum, and he himself at Risingham. It adds, that 
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TJnmatch'd in strength, a giant he, 
With qniver'd back,* and kirtled knee. 
Ask how he died, that hunter bold. 
The tameless monarch of the wold, 
And age and infancy can tell, 
By brother's treachery he fell. 
Thus wam'd by legends of my youth, 
I trust to no associate's truth. 

XXL 

" When last we reasoned of this deed, 
Nought, I bethink me, was agreed. 
Or by what rule, or when, or where. 
The wealth of Mortham we should share ; 
Then list, while I the portion name. 
Our diflfering laws give each to claim. 
Thou, vassal sworn to England's throne. 
Her rules of heritage must own ; 

they subsisted by hunting, and that one of them, finding the game 
become too scarce to support them, poisoned his companion* in 
whose memory the monument was engrared* What strange and 
tragic circumstance may be concealed under this legend, or whe- 
ther it is utterly apocryphal, it is now impossible to discoTer. 

The name of Robin of Redesdale, was given to one of the 
UmfraTilles, Lords of Prudhoe, and afterwards to one Hillard, a 
friend and follower of the king-making Earl of Warwick. This 
person commanded an army of Northamptonshire and northern 
men, who seized on and beheaded the Earl Rivers, father to 
Edward the Fourth's queen, and his son, Sir John Woodville.— 
Soo HOLINSHED, ad annum, 1469. 

» [MS.—" With bow in hand,* &c.l 
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They deal thee, as to nearest heir, 
Thy kinsman's lands and livings fair. 
And these I yield : — do thou revere 
The statutes of the Bucanier. 



t The ** statutes of the Bneaniers** were, in reality, more 
equitable than could hare been expected from the state of society 
under which they had been formed. They chiefly related, as may 
readily be conjectured, to the distribution and the inheritance of 
their plunder. 

When the expedition was completed, the fund of prize-money 
acquired was thrown together, each party taking his oath that he 
bad retained or concealed no part of the common stock. If any 
one transgressed in this important particular, the punishment 
was, his being set ashore on some desert key or island, to shift 
for himself as he could. The owners of the Tessel had then their 
share assigned for the expenses of the outfit. These were gene- 
rally old pirates, settled at Tobago, Jamaica, St Domingo, or 
some other French and English settlement. The surgeon's and 
carpenter's salaries, with the price of proTisions and ammunition, 
were also defrayed. Then followed the compensation due to the 
maimed and wounded, rated according to the damage they had 
sustained; as six hundred pieces of eight, or six slaves, for the 
loss of an arm or leg, and so in proportion. 

"After this act of justice and humanity, the remainder of the 
booty was divided into as many shares as there were Bucaniers. 
The commander could only lay claim to a single share, as the rest, 
but they complimented him with two or three, in proportion as he 
had acquitted himself to their satisfaction. When the vessel was 
not the property of the whole company, the person who had fitted 
it out, and furnished it with necessary arms and ammunition, 
was entitled to a third of all the prizes. Favour had never any 
influence in the division of the booty, for every share was deter- 
mined by lot. Instances of such rigid justice as this are not 
easily met with, and they extended even to the dead. Their share 
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Friend to the sea, and foeman sworn 
To all that on her waves are borne, 
When £el11s a mate in battle broil, 
His comrade heirs his portioned spoil ; 
When dies in fight a daring foe, 
He claims his wealth who struck the blow ; 
And either rule to me assigns 
Those spoils of Indian seas and mines, 
Hoarded in Mortham's caverns dark ; 
Ingot of gold and diamond spark. 
Chalice and plate from churches borne. 
And gems from shrieking beauty torn. 
Each string of pearl, each silver bar. 
And all the wealth of western war. 
I go to search, where, dark and deep. 
Those Trans-atlantic treasures sleep. 
Thou must along — ^for, lacking thee. 
The heir will scarce find entrance free ; 
And then farewell. I haste to try 
Each varied pleasure wealth can buy ; 

was given to the man who was known to he their companion when 
alive* and therefore their heir. If the person who had been killed 
had no intimate, his part was sent to his relations, when they 
were known. If there were no friends nor relations, it was 
distributed in charity to the poor and to churches, which were 
to pray for the person in whose name these benefactions were 
given, the fruits of inhuman« but necessary piratical plunders.*' — 
Ratmal*8 History of European SetOementi in the JBcut and Wut 
Indies, hy Jtutamond, Lend. 1776, 8vo, iii. p. 41. 
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When cloy'd each wish, these wars afford 
Fresh work for Bertram's restless sword." 

XXIL 

An undecided answer hnng 
On Oswald's hesitating tongue. 
Despite his craft, he heard with awe 
This ruffian stabber fix the law ; 
While his own troubled passions veer 
Through hatred, joy, regret, and fear : — 
Joy'd at the soul that Bertram flies. 
He grudged the murderer's mighty prize, 
Hated his pride's presumptuous tone, 
And fear'd to wend with him alone. 
At length, that middle course to steer. 
To cowardice and craft so dear, 
" His charge," he said, " would ill allow 
His absence from the fortress now ; 
Wilfrid on Bertram should attend. 
His son should journey with his friend." 

XXIII. 

Contempt kept Bertram's anger down, . 
And wreathed to savage smile his frown. 
" Wilfrid, or thou — 'tis one to me. 
Whichever bears the golden key. 
Yet think not but I mark, and smile 
To mark, thy poor and selfish wile I 
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If injury from me you fear, 

What, Oswald Wycliffe, shields thee here ? 

IVe sprung from walls more high than these, 

I've swam through deeper streams than Tees. 

Might I not stab thee, ere one yell 

Could rouse the distant sentinel ? 

Start not — ^it is not my design. 

But, if it were, weak fence were thine ; 

And, trust me, that, in time of need. 

This hand hath done more desperate deed. 

Go, haste and rouse thy slumbering son ; 

Time calls, and I must needs be gone. " 

XXIV. 

Nought of his sire's ungenerous part 
Polluted Wilfrid's gentle heart ; 
A heart too soft from early life 
To hold with fortune needful strife. 
His sire, while yet a hardier race ^ 
Of numerous sons were Wycliflfe's grace, 
On Wilfrid set contemptuous brand, 
For feeble heart and forceless hand ; 
But a fond mother's care and joy 
Were centred in her sickly boy. 
No touch of childhood's frolic mood 
Shew'd the elastic spring of blood : 



[MS. " while yet around him stood 

A numerous race of hardier mood.**] 
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Hour after hour he loved to pore 
On Shakspeare's rich and varied lore, 
But tum'd from martial scenes and light, 
From Falstaffs feast and Percy's fight, 
To ponder Jaques' moral strain, 
And muse witii Hamlet, wise in vain; 
And weep himself to soft repose 
O'er gentle Desdemona's woes. 

XXV. 

In youth he sought not pleasures found 
By youth in horse, and hawk, and hound, 
But loved the quiet joys that wake 
By lonely stream and silent lake ; 
In Deepdale's solitude to lie, 
Where all is cliff and copse and sky ; 
To climb Catcastle's dizzy peak, 
Or lone Pendragon's mound to seek.* 
Such was his wont ; and there his dream 
Soar'd on some wild fantastic theme 
Of faithful love, or ceaseless spring. 
Till Contemplation's wearied wing 
The enthusiast could no more sustain. 
And sad he sunk to earth again. 

i ['< And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb, 
When all in mist the world below was lost, 
What dreadful pleasure I there to stand sublime, 
Like shipwreckt mariner on desert coast.'* 

Beattie*S MinttrtL'] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Canto L bokebt. 63 

XXVL 

He loved — as many a lay can tell, 
Preserved in Stanmore's lonely dell ; 
For his was minstrePs skill, he caught 
The art imteachable, untaught ; 
He loved — ^his soul did nature frame 
For love, and fancy nursed the flame ; 
Vainly he loved — ^for seldom swain 
Of such soft mould is loved again ; 
Silent he loved — ^in every gaze 
Was passion,' friendship in his phrase. 
So mused his life away — till died 
His brethren all, their father's pride. 
Wilfrid is now the only heir 
Of all his stratagems and care, 
And destined, darkling, to pursue 
Ambition's maze by Oswald's clue." 

I [MS.-** Was !<»««, htn frtendship iu his phrue/J 
2 [*' The prototype ofWilfrid may perhaps be found in Beattie's 
Edwin ; but in some essential respects it is made more true to 
nature than that which probably serred for its orignal. The 
possibility may perhaps be questioned (its grea.t improbability is 
unquestionable) of such excessive refinement, such ovur -strained, 
and even morbid sensibility, as are portrayed in the character of 
Edwin, existing in so rude a state of society as that which Seattle 
has represented, — but these qualities, even when found in the 
most advanced and polished stages of life, are rarely, very rarely 
united with a robust and healthy frame of body. In both these 
particulars, the character of Wilfrid is exempt from the objec- 
tions to which we think that of the Minstrel liable. At the period 
of the Civil Wars, in the higher orders of society, intellectual 
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XXVII. 
Wilfrid must love and woo* the bnghi 
Matilda, heir of Rokeby's knight. 
To love her was an easy hest, 
The secret empress of his breast ; 
To woo her was a harder task 
To one that durst not hope or ask. 
Yet all Matilda could, she gave 
In pity to her gentle slave ; 
Friendship, esteem, and fjur regard, 
And praise, the poet's best reward! 
She read the tales his taste approved. 
And sung the lays he framed or loved ; 
Yet, loath to nurse the fatal flame 
Of hopless love in friendship's name, 
In kind caprice she oft withdrew 
The favouring glance to friendship due,'^ 
Then grieved to see her victim's pain. 
And gave the dangerous smiles again. 

XXVIII. 

So did the suit of Wilfrid stand. 

When war's loud summons waked the land. 



refinement had advanced to a degree sufficient to give probabi- 
lity to its existence. The remainder of our argument wiU be 
best explained by the beautiful lines of the poet,*' (stanzas xxt. 
and xxri.— CHtJeaZ Beview,'} 

I [MS.-*' And first must Wilfrid woo." Ac] 
« [M8.-*« The fuel fond her f»TO«r thiew.*i 
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Three banners, floating o*er the Tees, 
The woe-foreboding peasant sees ; 
In concert oft they braved of old 
The bordering Scot's incursion bold : 
Frowning defiance in their pride,* 
Their vassals now and lords divide. 
From his fair hall on Greta banks. 
The Knight of Eokeby led his ranks, 
To aid the valiant northern Earls, 
Who drew the sword for royal Charles. 
Mortham, by marriage near allied, — 
His sister had been Rokeby's bride, 
Though long before, the civil firay, 
In peaceful grave the lady lay, — 
Philip of Mortham raised his band. 
And march'd at Fairfax's command ; 
While Wycliffe, bound by many a train 
Of kindred art with wily Vane, 
Less prompt to brave the bloody field, 
Made Barnard's battlements his shield, 
Secured them with his Lunedale powers. 
And for the Commons held the towers. 

XXIX. 

The lovely heir of Rokeby's knight • 
Waits in his halls the event of fight; , 

i [MS.—** Now frowning dark on different,side^ 
Their Tassals and their lords divide.**] 

t [MS.— « Dame Alice an4 Matilda bright, 

Daughter and wife of Rokeby's Knight, 
Wait in his halls,- *c.] 
IX. E 
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For England's war rever'd the claim 

Of every unprotected name, 

And spared, amid its fiercest rage, 

Childhood and womanhood and age* 

But Wilfrid, son to Rokeby's foe.* 

Must the dear privilege forego. 

By Greta's side, in evening gray. 

To steal upon Matilda's way. 

Striving,* with fond hypocrisy. 

For careless step and vacant eye ; 

Calming each anxious look and glance, 

To give the meeting all to chance, 

Or framing as a fair excuse, 

The book, the pencil, or the muse ; 

Something to give, to sing, to say, 

Some modem tale, some ancient lay* 

Then, while the long'd-for minutes last. — 

Ah I minutes quickly over-past I — ^ 

Becording each expression free. 

Of kind or careless courtesy, 

Each friendly look, each softer tone. 

As food for fancy when alone. 



1 [MS.^^ But Wilfrid, when tbe strife mrwe. 
And Rokeby and hif ion were foei» 
Wsi doom*d each priTUege to lose» 
Of kindred friendihip and the miue.''J 

« [MS.— •* Aping, with fond hypocrisy. 
The careless step,** Ac.] 
' [The MS. has not this couplet.] 
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All this is o'er— but still unseen, 
Wilfrid may lurk in Eastwood green/ 
To watch Matilda's wonted round, 
While springs his heart at every sound. 
She comes I — 'tis but a passing sight, 
Yet serves to cheat his weary night ; 
She comes not — He will wait the hour, 
When her lamp lightens in the tower f 
Tis something yet, if, as she past, 
Her shade is o'er the lattice cast. 
" What is my life, my hope ? " he said ; 
''Alas I a transitory shade/' 

XXX. 

Thus wore his life, though reason strove 
For mastery in vain with love. 
Forcing upon his thoughts the sum 
Of present woe and ills to come. 
While still he tum'd impatient ear 
From Truth's intrusive voice severe. 
Gentle, indifferent, and subdued, 
In all but this, unmov'd he view'd 
Each outward change of ill and good : 
But Wilfrid, docile, soft, and mild. 
Was Fancy's spoil'd and wayward child; 

»[MS^«'MayWUMdlumiitthe ) 

WilfridhauntB ScargUl's \ ^^'^^^ J^"'** 

1 [MS •• watch the hour. 

That her lamp IdndUt in her tower.**] 
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In her bright^ car she bade him ride. 
With one fair form to grace his side, 
Or, in some wild and lone retreat,' 
Flung her high spells around his seat. 
Bathed in her dews his languid head, 
Her fairy mantle o^er him spread. 
For him her opiates gave to flow. 
Which he who tastes can ne'er forego, 
And placed him in her circle, free 
From every stem reality. 
Till, to the Visionary, seem 
Her day-dreams truth, and truth a dream. 

XXXL 

Woe to the youth whom Fancy gains, 
Winning from Reason's hand the reins. 
Pity and woe I for such a mind 
Is soft, contemplative, and kind ; 
And woe to those who train such youth. 
And spare to press the rights of truth, 
The mind to strengthen and anneal. 
While on the stithy glows the steel! 

1 [MS.— « wad car."] 

• [MS.—" Or in some fair but lone retreat. 

Flung her wild spells around his seat. 
For him her opiates ) gave to t 

opiate ) draughts bade J ^®^» 
Which he who tastes can ne*er forego, 
Taught him to turn impatient ear 
From truth's intrusive voice severe."] 
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teach him, while your lessons last, 
To judge the present by the past ; 
Remind him of each wish pursued, 
How rich it glow*d with promised good ; 
Remind him of each wish enjoy'd, 
How soon his hopes possession cloy'd 1 
Tell him, we play unequal game. 
Whene'er we shoot by Fancy's aim ; * 
And, ere he strip him for her race, 
Shew the conditions of the chase. 
Two sisters by the goal are set. 
Cold Disappointment and Regret ; 
One disenchants the winner's eyes, 
And strips of all its worth the prize. 
While one augments its gaudy show, 
More to enhance the loser's woe.' 



1 [In the MS^ after this couplet, the following lines cooeJode 
thestanzai — 

** Thftt all who on her tIsIoiib preai* 
Find dlMppolntment dog tuocesst 
Bol, mlss*d their wish, lamentinf hold 
Her cildinff fiUie for sterling gold.**] 
* [** Soft nnd smooth ue fuicrt flowery ways. 
And yet* even there, if left without a goide. 
The yonng adventarer onsafely plays. 
Byes, dassled long by Fiction's gaudy rays. 
In modest Truth no light nor beauty find ( 
And who, myehild. would trust the meteor-blaze 
That soon must fail, and leave the wanderer blind, 
Kore daik and helpless for, than if it ne'er had shined t 

** Fancy enerrates, while it soothes the heart. 
And, wliUe it daisies, wounds the mental sight i 
Sojoy each hdchtening charm it can Impart. 
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The victor sees his fairy gold, 
Transformed, when won, to drossy mold, 
But still the vanquished mourns his loss, 
And rues, as gold, that glittering dross. 

XXXII. 

More wouldst^ou know — ^yon tower survey, 
Yon couch unpress'd since parting day. 
Yon untrimm'd lamp, whose yellow gleam 
Is mingling with the cold moonbeam, 
And yon thin form ! — ^the hectic red 
On his pale cheek unequal spread ;' 
The head reclined, the loosen'd hair, 
The limbs relaxed, the mournful air. — 
See, he looks up ; — a woful smile 
Lightens his wo-wom cheek a while,— 
Tis Fancy wakes some idle thought. 
To gild the ruin she has wrought ; 
For, like the bat of Indian brakes, 
Her pinions fan the wound she makes, 



Bat wnpt the hoar of woe in tenfold night. 
And often, where no real ills afflrlg ht. 
Its Tiaionary flendi, an endleu train, 
Asaail with equal or enperior might. 
And through the throbbing heart, and diuy brain. 
And thlTering nerves, shoot stings of more than mortal pain." 

Bbattix.! 
1 LHS— ** On his pale cheek in crimson glowt 
Tike short and patnfal sighs tliat shew 
The shriTell'd lip, the teeth's white row. 
The head reclined,** Aa] 
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And sootlimg thus the dreamer's pain, 
She drinks Iiis life-blood from the vein.^ 
Now to the lattice turn his eyes, 
Vain hope I to see the sun arise. 
The moon with clouds is still overcast, 
Still howls by fits the stormy blast ; 
Another hour must wear away, 
Ere the East kindle into day^ 
And hark ! to waste that wecury hour, 
He tries the minstrel's magic power. 

XXXIII. 

TO THE MOON.* 

Hail to thy cold and clouded beam. 

Pale pilgrim of the troubled sky 1 
Hail, though the mists that o'er thee stream 

Lend to thy brow their sullen dye !' 
How should thy pure and peaceful eye 



1 Of 8. — . ** the slMpWs pain. 

Drinks his dear life-blood trom the vein."] 

9 ['* The little poem that follows is, in our judgment, one of the 
best of Mr Scott's attempts in this kind, He, certainly, is not in 
general successful as a song-writer ; but, without any extraordi« 
nary effort, here are pleasing thoughts, poUshed expressionsi and 
musical yersification." Mtmthly Seuiew,} 

> [MS.—- Are tamishlng thy lovely dye I 

▲ sad'ezcuse let Fancy try- 
How should so kind a planet show 

Her stainless sllrer's lastre high. 
To light a world of war and wo i*i 
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Untroubled view our scenes below, 
Or how a tearless beam supply 
To ligbt a world of war and wo I 

Fair Queen ! I will not blame thee now^ 

As once by Greta's fairy side ; 
Each little cloud that dimm'd thy brow 

Did then an angel's beauty hide. 
And of the shades I then could chide, 

Still are the thoughts to memory dear, 
For, while a softer strain I tried. 

They hid my blush, and calm'd my fear. 

Then did I swear thy ray serene 

Was form'd to light some lonely dell, 
By two fond lovers only seen. 

Reflected from the crystal well. 
Or sleeping on their mossy cell. 

Or quivering on the lattice bright, 
Or glancing on their couch, to tell 

How swiftly wanes the summer night ) 

XXXIV, 

He starts — a step at this lone hour 1 
A voice ! — ^his father seeks the tower. 
With haggard look and troubled sense, 
Fresh from his dreadful conference. 
" Wilfrid I — ^what, not to sleep addressed ? 
Thou hast no cares to chase thy rest 
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Mortham has fall'n on Marston-moor ;** 
Bertram brings warrant to secure 
His treasures, bought by spoil and blood, 
For the state*s use and public good. 
The menials will thy voice obey ; 
Let his commission have its way,* 
In every point, in every word." — 
Then, in a whisper, — " Take thy sword ! 
Bertram is — ^what I must not telL 
I hear his hasty step— farewell I" • 



1 [MS.—** Here's Biilngfaam iMrlngi ttdlnxt siiiek 

Mortham hM fallen on Manton Moor| 

And he hath warrant tosecnre," Ao.] 
s rMS.-^ Bee that they give his warrant way."] 

> [<* We cannot close the first Oanto without bestowing tho 

highest praise on it. The whole design of the picture is excellent; 

and the contrast presented to the gloomy and fearful opening by 

the calm and innocent conclusion, is masterly. Nerer were two 

characters more clearly and forcibly set in opposition than those 

of Bertram and WUfrid. Oswald completes the group ; and. for 

the moral purposes of the painter, is perhaps superior to the 

others. He is admirably designed 

— * That middle course to steer* 
To oowardloe and oraft so dear.' " 

Montlily Rwww,\ 
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L 

Fab in the chambers of the wes^ 
The gale had sigh'd itself to rest; 
The moon was cloudless now and clear. 
But pale, and soon to disappear. 
The thin grey clouds wax dimly light 
On Brosleton and Houghton height; 
And the rich dale, that eastward lay, 
Waited the wakening touch of day, 
To give its woods and cultured plain, 
And towers and spires, to light again. 
But, westward Stanmore's shapeless swell, 
And Lunedale wild, and Kelton-fell, 
And rock-begirdled Gilmanscar, 
And Arkingarth, lay dark afar; 
While, as a livelier twilight falls, 
Emerge proud Barnard's bannered walls. 
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High crown'd he sits, in dawning pale, 
The sovereign of the lovely vale. 

IL 

What prospects, from his watch-tower high^ 
Gleam gradual on the warder's eye I — 
Far sweeping to the east, he sees 
Down his deep woods the course of Tees,^ 
And tracks his wanderings by the steam 
Of summer vapours from the stream ; 
And ere he paced his destined hour 
By Brackenbury's dungeon-tower,* 
These silver mists shall melt away, 
And dew the woods with glittering spray. 



1 The view from Barnard Gastle commands the rich and mag- 
nificent Talley of Tees, Immediately adjacent to the river, the 
banks are yery thickly wooded ; at a little distance they are 
more open and cultirated ; but, being interspersed with hedge- 
rows, and with isolated trees of great size and age, they stiU re- 
tain the richness of woodland scenery. The rirer itself flows in 
a deep trench of solid rock, chiefly limestone and marble. The 
flnost Tiew of its romantic course is from a handsome modem- 
buUt bridge orer the Tees, by the late Mr Morritt of Rokeby. 
In Leland's time, the marble quarries seem to hare been of some 
Talue. ** Hard under the cUff by Egleston, is found on eche 
side of Tese rery fair marble, wont to be taken up booth by 
marbelers of Bamardes Gastelle and of Egleston, and partly to 
hare been wrought by them, and partly sold onwronght to 
others.**— /fmerory. Oxford, 1768, Sto, p. 88. 

s [Ml.-** Betwixt tiM gftte Md BaUoli tower.**1 
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Then in broad lustre sliall be shown 
That mighty trench of living stone/ 
And each huge tronk that, from the side, 
Reclines him o'er the darksome tide, 
Where Tees, full many a fathom low, 
Wears with his rage no common foe ; 
For pebbly bank, nor sand-bed here. 
Nor clay-mound, checks his fierce career, 
Condemned to mine a channeird way, 
O'er solid sheets of marble grey. 

m. 

Nor Tees alone, in dawning bright. 
Shall rush upon the ravish'd Bight ; 
But many a tributary stream 
Each from its own dark dell shall gleam : 
Staindrop, who, from her silvan bowers,* 
Salutes proud Raby^s battled towers ; 
The rural brook of Egliston, 
And Balder, named from Odin's son ; 
^ And Greta, to whose banks ere long 
We lead thie lovers of the song; 
And silver Lune, from Stanmore wild. 
And fairy Thorsgill's murmuring child, 
And last and least, but loveliest still. 
Romantic Deepdale's slender rill. 

1 [MS.—" Those deep-hewn banks of Uving stone.**] 
s pi S«— ** Staindrop, who, on her silran way. 
Salutes prond Raby*s turrets gray.**] 
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Who in that dim-wood glen hath stray'd, 

Yet long'd for Roslin^s magic glade ? 

Who, wandering there, hath sought to change 

Even for that vale so stem and strange, 

Where Cai^tland's Crags, fantastic rent, 

Through her green copse like spires are sent? 

Yet, Albin, yet the praise be thine, 

Thy scenes and story to combine I 

Thou bid'st him, who by Roslin strays, 

List to the deeds of other days ;^ 

'Mid Cartland's Crags thou shew'st the cave, 

The refuge of thy chaippion brave ;* 

Giving each rock its storied tale. 

Pouring a lay for every dale, 

Ejiitting, as with a moral band, 

Thy native legends with thy land, 

To lend each scene the interest high/ 

Which genius beams from Beauty's eye. 

Bertram awaited not the sight 
Which sun-rise shews from Barnard's height,, 
But from the towers, preventing day. 
With Wilfrid took his early way, 



1 [See notes to the song of Fair Rosabelle, In the Lay of the 
Last MidBtrel, Tol. ti. p. 205.] - 

9[Gartland Crags, near Lanark, celebrated as amotig ^he 
farourite retreats of Sir William Wallace.] 
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While misty daivTi, and moonbeam pale, 
Still mingled in the gilent dale. 
By Barnard's bridge of stately stone, 
The southern bank of Tees they won ; 
Their winding path then eastward cast, 
And Egliston's gray rains passed ;^ 
Each on his own deep yiaions bent. 
Silent and sad they onward went. 
Well may you think that Bertram's mood,* 
To Wilfrid savage seem'd and rade ; 
Well niay you think bold Risingham 
Held Wilfrid trival, poor, and tame ; 
And small the intercourse, I ween, 
Such uncongenial souls between. 



Stem Bertram shunn'd the nearer way, 

Through Rokeby's park and chase that lay, 

1 The ruins of this ikbhey, or priory (for Tanner calls it the 
former, and Leland the latter), are beantifnlly situated upon the 
angle, formed by a little dell called Thorsgill, at its junction 
with the Tees. A good part of the religious house is still in 
Bome degree habitable, but the church is in ruins. Eglistone 
was dedicated to St Mary and St John the Baptist, and is sup, 
posed to hare been founded by Ralph de Multon about the end 
of Henry the Second's reign. There were formerly the tombs 
of the families of Rokeby, Bowes, and Fitz-Hugh. 

* [XS.— ** Tor brief the Intereonne, I ween. 
Such nneongenlAl souls between i 
Well may 7on think tttm Blsingluua 
Held Wilfrid trivial, poor, and tamtt 
And nought of mntnal Interest lay 
To bind the comrades of the way.*] 

IX. P 
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And, skirting high the valley's ridge. 
They crossed by Greta's ancient bridge. 
Descending where her waters wind 
Free for a space and nnconfined, 
As, 'scaped from Brignall's dark-wood glen, 
She seeks wild Mortham's deeper den. 
There, as his eye glanced o*er the mound, 
Raised by that Legion* long renown'd. 
Whose votive shrine asserts their claim, 
Of pious, faithful, conquering fame, 
" Stem sons of war !" sad Wilfrid sighed, 
" Behold the boast of Roman pride I 
What now of all your toils are known ? 
A grassy trench, a broken stone I " — 
This to himself; for moral strain 
To Bertram were address'd in vain. 

VI. 

Of different mood, a deeper sigh 
Awoke, when Rokeby's turrets high* 

1 Close behind the George Inn at Greta Bridge, there is a well- 
preserved Roman encampment, surrounded with a triple ditch, 
lying between the river Greta and a brook called the Tutta. The 
four entrances are easUy to be discerned. Very many Roman 
altars and monuments have been found in the vicinity, most of 
which are preserved at Rokeby by my friend Mr Monitt. Among 
others is a small votive altar, with the inscription, leg. vi. vie. 
p. F. F., which has been rendered, Leffio. Sexto* Vicbiiaa. Pia, Far- 
tU,Fidelis, 

s This ancient manor long gave name to a family by whom it 
is said to have been possessed from the Conquest downward, and 
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Were northward in the dawning seen 
To rear them o'er the thicket green. 

who are at different times distingniihed in history. It was the 
Baron of Rokeby who finally defeated the insurrection of the Earl 
of Northumberland, tempore Hen* IV^ of which Holinshed gives 
the following account : — ** The King, advertised hereof, caused 
a great armie to be assembled, and came forward with the same 
towards his enemies ; but yer the King came to Nottingham, 
Sir Thomas or (as other copies haue) Sir Bafe Rokesbie* Shiriffe 
of Torkeshire, assembled the forces of the conn trie to resist the 
Earle and his power; coming to Grlmbantbrigs, beside Knares- 
borough, there to stop them the passage ; but they returning 
aside, got to Weatherbie, and so to Tadcaster, and finally came 
forward unto Bramham-moor, near to Haizlewood, where they 
chose their ground meet to fight upon. The Shiriffe was as readie 
to giue battell as the Erie to receine it ; and so with a standard 
of S« George spread, set fiercelie ypon the Earle* who, ynder a 
standard of his own armes, encountered his aduersaries with 
great manhood. There was a sore incounter and cmell conflict 
betwixt the parties, but in the end the Tictorie fell to the Shiriffe. 
The Lord Bardolfe was taken, but sore wounded, so that he 
shortlie after died of the hurts. As for the Earle of Northum- 
berland, he was slain outright; so that now the prophecy waa 
fulfilled, which gaue an inkling of this his heauy hap long before, 
namelie* 

* Silrpt Fanlitna pertot oonftua ralna.' 
For this Earle was the stocke and maine root of all that were 
left aline, called by the name of Persie ; and of manie more by 
diners slaughters dispatched. For whose misfortune the people 
were not a little sorrie, making report of the gentleman *s valiant- 
nesse, renowne, and honour, and applieing ynto him certeine 
lamentable verses out of Lucaine, saieng, 

■ Bed not nac ungoli. neo tMtam rulnera nostri 
Aflboere aenis i qttantam geetato per uibem 
Ora dudii, qua tnuuflxo defonnia pilo 
Yldlmtu.* 
For his head, full of siluer horie haires, being put upon a stake. 
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then, though Spenser's self had strayed 
Beside him through the lovely glade, 
Lending his rich luxuriant glow 
Of fancy, all its charms to show, 
Pointing the stream rejoicing free, 
As captive set at liberty. 
Flashing her sparkling waves abroad,^ 
And clamouring joyful on her road ; 
Pointing where, up the sunny banks, 
The trees retire in scattered ranks. 
Save where, advanced before the rest, 
On knoll or hillock rears his crest, 
Lonely and huge, the giant Oak, 
As champions, when their band is broke, 
Stand forth to guard the rearward post. 
The bulwark of the scattered host — 
All this, and more, might Spenser say, 
Yet waste in vain his magic lay. 
While Wilfrid eyed the distant tower. 
Whose lattice lights Matilda's bower. 

was openlie carried through London, and set ypon the bridge of 
the same citie t in like manner was the Lord Bardoifes."— Ho- 
LiNSHED's Chronielu. Lond. 1806, 4to, iii. 45. The Rokeby, or 
Rokesby family, continued to be distinguished until the great 
C/ivU War, when, having embraced the cause of Charles I., they 
suffered severely by fines and confiscations. The estate then 
passed from its ancient possessors to the family of the Robin* 
sons, from whom it was purchased by the father of my Talaed 
firiend, the present proprietor* 

1 [MS.~^ Fluhlnff to heayen her spftrkllng tvnj. 
And eUmoaring Joyful on her waj."] 
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VII. 

The open vale is soon pass'd o*er, 
Rokeby, tliongh nigh, is seen no more ; ^ 
Sinking amid Greta's thickets deep, 
A wild and darker course they keep, 
A stem and lone, yet lovely road. 
As e'er the foot of Minstrel trode ! * 

I [XS.— ** And Bokeby's tower is seen no more \ 
Sinking mid Oieto's thiokets grttm, 
Thejoomeyers seek another scene."] 

* What follows is an attempt to describe the romantic glen, or 
rather ravilie* through which the Greta finds a passage between 
Rokeby and Mortham ; the former situated upon the left bank of 
Greta, the latter on the right bank, about half a mile nearer to its 
junction with the Tees. The river runs with very great rapidity 
over a bed of solid rock, broken by many shelving descents, down 
which the stream dashes with great noise and impetuosity, vindi- 
cating its etymology, which has been derived from the Gothic, 
Gridatfh to clamour. The banks partake of the same wild and 
romantic character, being chiefly lofty cliffs of limestone rock, 
whose grey colour contrasts admirably with the various trees and 
shrubs which find root among their crevices, as well as with the hue 
of the ivy, which clings around them in profusion, and hangs down 
from their projections in long sweeping tendrils. At other points 
the rocks give place to precipitous banks of earth, bearing large 
trees intermixed with copsewood. In one spot the dell, which is 
elsewhere very narrow, widens for a space to leave room for a dark 
grove of yew-trees, intermixed here and there with aged pines of 
uncommon size. Directly opposite to this sombre thicket, the cliffs 
on the other side of the Greta are tall, white, and fringed with all 
kinds of deciduous shrubs. The whole scenery of this spot is so 
much adapted to the ideas of superstition, that it has acquired the 
name of Blockula. from the place where the Swedish witches were 
supposed to hold their Sabbath, The dell, however, has supor- 
ttitions of its own growth* for it is supposed to be haunted by a 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



86 ROKEBT. Canto II. 

Broad shadows o^er their passage fell, 

Deeper and narrower grew the dell ; 

It seem'd some mountain, rent and riven, 

A channel for the stream had given, 

So high the cliffs of limestone gray 

Hung beetling o'er the torrent's way, 

Yielding, along their rugged base,* 

A flinty foothpath's niggard space, 

Where he, who winds 'twixt rock and wave, 

May hear the headlong torrent rave. 

And like a steed in frantic fit. 

That flings the froth from curb and bit,' 

May view her chafe her waves to spray, 

O'er every rock that bars her way, 

Till foam-globes on her eddies ride. 

Thick as the schemes of human pride 

That down life's current drive amain, 

As frail, as frothy, and as vain ! 

female spectre, call the Dobie of Mortham. The cause assigned 
for her appearance is a lady's having been whilom murdered In the 
wood, in cYidence of which, her blood is shown upon the stairs of 
the old tower at Mortham. But whether she was slain by a jea- 
lous husband, or by savage banditti, or by an uncle who coreted 
her estate, or by a rejected lover, are points upon which the 
traditions of Rokeby do not enable us to (fecide. 
i [MS.-** Yielding thtlr ragged bMe beddt 
A{SSg»rd}l»»*»» *7 OreU'i tide.*! 
t CMS.-** That flings the/«Mi ftom enrb and bit. 
( tawny *) 
Ohaflng her wavei to < whiten > wrath, 

( spungyj 
O'er every rock that bars her path. 
TIU down her boiling eddies ride," Ae.] 
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VIIL 

The cli£& that rear their haughty head 
High o'er the river's darksome bed, 
Were now all naked, wild, and gray, 
Now waving all with greenwood spray ; 
Here trees to every crevice clung. 
And o'er the dell their branches hung ; 
And there, all splintered and uneven, 
The shiver'd rocks ascend to heaven ; 
Oft, too, the ivy swathed their breast,* 
And wreathed its garland round their crest, 
Or from the spires bade loosely flare 
Its tendrils in the middle air. 
As pennons wont to wave of old 
O'er the high feast of Baron bold, 
When revell'd loud the feudal rout. 
And the arch'd halls retum'd their shout ; 
Such and more wild is Greta's roar, 
And such the echoes from her shore. 
And so the ivied banners gleam,* 
Waved wildly o'er the brawling stream. 



1 [MS.—** Thefr^quMt Ivy swathed their breast, 

And wreathed its tendrils round their crest, 
Or from their summit bade them fall. 
And tremble o'er the Greta's brawl.**] 

« [MS.— «• And so the ivy's banners | |[J®°*^ 

t Wared wUdly trembling o*er the scone, 
( Wared wHd above iht clamorout stream.**] 
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. IX. 

Now from th6 strfeam the rocks recede, 

But leave between no sunny mead. 

No, nor the spot of pebbly sahd, 

Oft found by such a mountain strand ; ^ . 

Forming such warm and dry retreat. 

As fancy deems the lonely seat, 

Where hermit, wandering from his cell, 

His rosary might love to telL 

But here, 'twixt rock and river, grew 

A dismal grove of sable yew,* 

With whose sad tints were mingled seen 

The blighted fir's, sepulchral green. 

Seem'd that the trees their shadows cast 

The earth that nourished them to blast ; 

For never knew that swarthy grove 

The verdant hue that fairies love ; 

Nor wilding green, nor woodland flower. 

Arose within its baleful bower : 

The dank and sable earth receives 

Its only carpet from the leaves, 

1 [MS " a torrtntB strand ; 

Where in the warm and dry retreat, 

May fancy form some hermit's seat.'*] 
» [MS. — *• A darksome grove of funeral yew. 

Where trees a balefnl shadow cast. 

The grouAd that nourished them to blasts 

Mingled with whose sad tints were seen 

The blighted fir's sepulchral green.'*] 
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That, from the withering branches cast. 

Bestrewed the groiind with every blast* 

Though Qow the sun was o'er the hill, 

In this dark spot 'twas twilight still,^ 

Save that on Greta's farther side 

Some straggling beams through copsewood glide ; 

And wild and savage contrast made 

That dingle's deep and funeral shade. 

With the bright tints of early day, 

Which, glimmering through the ivy spray, 

On the opposing summit lay. 

X- 

The lated peasant shunn'd the dell ; 

For Superstition wont to tell 

Of many a grisly sound and sight, 

Scaring its path at dead of night. 

When Christmas logs blaze high and wide, 

Such wonders speed the festal tide ; 

While Curiosity and Fear, 

Pleasure and Pain, sit crouching near, 

Till Childhood's cheek no longer glows, 

And village maidens lose the rose. 

1 [MS.~^ In this dark groTe 'twas twilight stiU, 
SaTe that upon the rocks opposed 
Some Btragglin gbeams of mom reposed. 
And wild and sarage contrast made 
That bleak and dark funereal shade 
With the bright tints of early day, 
Which, struggling through the greenwood spray 
Upon the rock's wild summit lay.**] 
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The tlirillmg interest rises higher/ 
The circle closes nigh and nigher, 
And shuddering glance is cast behind^ 
As louder moans the wintrj wind. 
Believe, that fitting scene was laid 
For such wild tales in Moriham glade; 
For who had seen, on Greta's side, 
By that dim light fierce Bertram stride, 
In such a spot, at such an hour, — 
If touched by Superstition's power, 
Might well have deemed that HeU had given 
A murderer's ghost to upper heaven. 
While Wilfrid's form had seem'd to glide 
Like his pale victim by his side. 

XL 

Nor think to village swains alone 
Are these unearthly terrors known ; 
For not to rank nor sex confined 
In this vain ague of the mind : 
Hearts firm as steel, as marble hard, 
'Gainst faith, and love, and pity barr'd, 
Have quaked, like aspen leaves in May, 
Beneath its universal sway. 
Bertram had listed many a tale 
Of wonder in his native dale. 
That in his secret soul retain'd 
The credence they in childhood gained : 

> [MS,—" The interest rises high and higher.*] 
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Nor less his wild adyenturoos youth 
Belieyed in every legend's truth ; 
Learned when, beneath the tropic gale, 
Full swell'd the vessel's steady saO, 
And the broad Indian moon her light 
Poured on the watch of middle night, 
When seamen love to hear and tell 
Of portent, prodigy, and spell : * 
What gales are sold on Lapland's shore,' 

1 [The MS. has not the two following couplets.] 
*" Also I shall shewTery briefly what force conjnreri and 
witches hare in constraining the elements enchanted by them or 
others, that they may exceed or fall short of their natural order i 
premising this, that the eztream land of North Finland and Lap- 
land was so taught witchcraft formerely in heathenish times, as if 
they had learned this cursed art from Zoroastres the Persian ; 
though other inhabitants by the sea-coasts are reported to be be- 
witched with the same madness ; for they exercise this diTelish 
art, of all the arts of the world, to admiration ; and in this, or 
other such like mischief, they commonly agree. The Finlauders 
were wont formerly, amongst their other errors of gentilisme, to 
sell winds to merchants that were stopt on their coasts by contrary 
weather ; and when they had their price* they knit three magical 
knots, not like to the laws of Gassius, bound up with a thong, and 
they gave them unto the merchants ; obserTing that rule, that 
when they unloosed the first, they should haye a good gale of 
wind ; when the second, a stronger wind; but when they untied 
the third, they should haye such cruel tempests, that they should 
not be able to look out of the forecastle to ayoid the rocks, nor 
moye a foot to pull down the sails, nor stand at the helm to go- 
yem the ship ; and they made an unhappy trial of the truth of it 
who denied that there was any such power in those knots.** — 
Olaus Magnus's History of the Ooths, Swedes, and Vandalr 
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How whistle rash bids tempests roar,^ 
Of witch, of mermaid, and of sprite, 
Of Brick's cap and Elmo's light ;* 
Or of that Phantom Ship, whose form 
Shoots like a meteor through the storm ; 
When the dark scud comes dnTing hard, 
And lower'd is every topsaO-yard, 
And canvass, wove in earthly looms. 
No more to brave the storm presumes ! 
Then, 'mid the war of sea and sky. 
Top and top-gallant hoisted high. 
Full spread and crowded every sail, 
The Demon Frigate braves the gale ; • 
And well the doom'd spectators know 
The harbinger of wreck and woe. 



Lond. 1658, fol^). 47.— [See Note to The Pirate, «• Sale of Winds," 
Wcwerley Noveb, toI. xxIt. p. 13^.]* 

1 [See Appendix, Note D.] 

s ** This Ericas, ELing of Sweden, in his time was held second 
to none in the magical art ; and he was so familiar with the OTil 
spirits, which he exceedingly adored, that which way soever he 
turned his cap, the wind would presently blow that way. From 
this occasion he was called Windy Cap; and many men belieyed 
that Regnerus, King of Denmark, hy the conduct of this Ericas, 
who was his nephew, did happily extend his piracy into the most 
remote parts of the earth, and conquered many couutries and 
fenced cities by his cunning, and at last was his coadjutor; that 
by th9 consent of the nobles he should be chosen King of 
Sweden, which continued a long time with him very happily, 
until he died of old age." — Olaus, ut tuprch p. 45. 

'^ [See Appendix, Note E.] 
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Then, too, were told, in stifled tone, 
Marvels and omens all their own ; 
How, by some desert isle or key,* 
Where Spaniards wrought their cruelty. 
Or where the savage pirate's mood. 
Repaid it home in deeds of blood, 
Strange nightly sounds of woe and fear 
AppaU'd the listening Bucanier, 
Whose light-armed shallop anchored lay 
In ambush by the lonely bay. 
The groan of grief, the shriek of pain, 
Eing from the moonlight groves of cane ; 
The fierce adventurer's heart they scare, 
Who wearies memory for a prayer. 



1 What contributed much to the security of the Bncftuiers 
about the Windward Islands, was the great number of little islets 
called in that country i^s. These are small sandy patches, ap« 
pearing just aboye the surface of the ocean, covered only with a 
few bushes and weeds, but sometimes affording springs of water, 
and, in general, much frequented by turtle* Such little unin- 
habited spots afforded the pirates good harbours, either for re- 
fitting or for the purpose of ambush; they were occasionally the 
hiding-place of their treasure, and often afforded a shelter to 
themseWes. As many of the atrocities which they practised on 
their prisoners were committed in such spots, there are some of 
these keys which even now hare an indifferent reputation 
among seamen, and where they are with difficulty prevailed on 
to remain ashore at night, on account of the visionary terrors 
incident to places which have been thus contaminated. 
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Curses fhe roadnstead, and with gale 
Of early morning lifts the sail, 
To give, in thirst of blood and prey 
A legend for another bay. 

XIII. 
Thus, as a man, a youth, a child, 
Train'd in the mystic and the wild, 
With this on Bertram's soul at times 
Eush'd a dark feeling of his crimes ; 
Such to his troubled soul their form, 
As the pale Death-ship to the storm. 
And such their omen dim and dread, 
As shrieks and voices of the dead, — 
That pang, whose transitory force * 
Hover'd 'twixt horror and remorse ; 
That pang, perchance, his bosom pressed, 
As Wilfrid sudden he addressed : — 
** Wilfrid, this glen is never trod 
Until the sun rides high abroad ; 
Yet twice have I beheld to-day 
A Form, that seem'd to dog our way ; 
Twice from my glance it seem'd to flee, 
And shroud itself by cliff or tree. 
How think'st thou? — Is our path way-laid? 
Or hath thy sire my trust betray'd? 

1 [MS-— *«It8 feU, though transitory force, 
HoTers *twixt pity and remorse.**] 
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J£ so" Ere, startmg from his dream^ 

That tum*d upon a gentler theme, 
Wilfrid had roused him to reply, 
Bertram sprang forward, shouting high, 
'' Whatever thou art, thou now shalt stand V 
And forth he darted, sword in hand. 

XIV. 

As bursts the levin in its wrath,* 
He shot him down the sounding path ; 
Rock, wood, and stream, rang wildly out, 
To his loud step and savage shout.' 
Seems that the object of his race 
Hath scaled the cliffs ; his frantic chase 
Sidelong he turns, and now 'tis bent 
Right up the rock's tall battlement ; 
Straining each sinew to ascend, 
Foot, hand, and knee, their aid must lend. 
Wilfrid, all dizzy with dismay. 
Views, from beneath, his dreadfrd way : 
Now to the oak's warp'd roots he clings, 
Now trusts his weight to ivy strings ; 
Now, like the wild goat, must he dare 
An unsupported leap in air ; ^ 

1 [MS.— ^ As bursts the leum-hoU i > wrath.**] 

i [MS.~*'To hUaJUree step and satage shout, 

Seems that the object of his < , 

(chase 

Had scal'd the cliffs s his desperate chase.**] 
• pIS.^ — ^** A desperate leap through empty air i 

Hid in the copie'clad rain-course now.**! 
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Hid in the shrubby rain-course now, 
You mark him hj the crashing bough. 
And by his corslet's sullen clank, 
And by thfe stones spum'd from the bank, 
And: by the hawk scar'd from her nest,' 
And ravens croaking o'er their guest. 
Who deem his forfeit limbs shall pay 
The tribute of his bold essay. 

XV. 

See, he emerges !— desperate now 
All farther course — Yon beetling brow, 
In craggy nakedness sublime, 
What heart or foot shall dare to climb ? ^ 
It bears no tendril for his clasp, 
Presents no angle to his grasp : 
Sole stay his foot may rest upon. 
Is jon earth-bedded jetting stone. 
Balanced on such precarious prop,' 
He strains his grasp to reach the top. 
Just as the dangerous stretch he makes, 
By heaven, his faithless footstool shakes ! 



1 [MS.— " See, be emer^s !— desperate now 
Toward the naked beetling brow. 
His progress— heart and foot must fail 
Ton upmost crag*s bare peak to scale.*^ 

« [ MS,— ^* Perch'd like an eagle on its top. 
Balanced on its uncertain prop. 
Jnst as the perilous stretch he makes* 
By heayen, his tottering footstool shakes.**] 
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Beneath its tottering bulk it bends, 
It sways, ... it loosens, ... it descends ! 
And downward holds its headlong way, 
Crashing o'er rock and copsewood spray. 
Loud thunders shake the echoing dell I — 
Fell it alone ? — ^alone it fell. 
Just on the very verge of fate, 
The hardy Bertram's falling weight 
He trusted to his sinewy hands. 
And on the top unharmed he stands ! ^ 

XVI. 

Wilfrid a safer path pursued ; 

At intervals wher^, roughly hew*d, 

Rude steps ascending from the dell 

Kender'd the cliffs accessible. 

By circuit slow he thus attained 

The height that Risingham had gained, 

And when he issued from the wood. 

Before the gate of Mortham stood 

' [Opposite to this line the MS. has this note, meant to amuse 
Mp Ballantynet— " If my readers will not allow that I have 
climbed Parnassus, they must grant that I hare turned the 
KUUe Nine Steps "-^ee note to Redgauntlet. — ^Waverley Novels, 
vol. XXXT. p. 6.] 

• The castle of Mortham, which Leland terms " Mr Rokesby's 
Place, in ripa dter, scant a quarter of a mile from Greta Bridge, 
and not a quarter of a mile beneath into Tees,*' is a picturesque 
tower, surrounded by buildings of different ages, now converted 
into a farm-house and offices. The battlements of the tower 
IX. G 
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'Twas a fair scene I the sunbeam lay 
On battled tower and portal gray : 
And from the glassy slope he sees 
The Greta flow to meet the Tees ; 
Where, issuing from her darksome bed, 
She caught the morning's eastern red, 
And through the softening vale below 
Roll'd her bright waves, in rosy glow, 
All blushing to her bridal bed, 
Like some shy maid in convent bred ; 

itself are singularly elegant, the architect having broken them 
at regular interTals into different heights;, whUe those at the 
comers of the tower project into octangular turrets. They are 
also from space to space coTered with stones laid across them* 
as in modem embrasures, the whole forming an uncommon and 
beautiful effect. The surrounding buUdings are of a less happy 
form, being pointed into high and steep roofs. A wall, with 
embrasures, encloses the southern front, where a^low portal arch 
affords an entry to what was the castl&-court At some distance 
is most happily placed, between the stems of two magnificent 
elms, the monument alluded to in the text. It is said to have 
been brought from the ruins of EgUstone Priory, and, from the 
armoury with which it is richly carred, appears to hare been a 
tomb of the Fitz-Hughs. 

The situation of Mortham is eminently beautiful, occupying 
a high bank, at the bottom of which the Greta winds out of the 
dark, narrow, and romantic dell, which the text has attempted 
to describe, and flows onward through a more open valley to 
meet the Tees about a quarter of a mile from the castle. Mor> 
tham is surrounded by old trees, happUy and widely grouped 
with Mr Morritt's new plantations. 

> [HS.— **▲■ MMne fair nutld in doliter bred* 
Is Uushinc to her bridal lad."*] 
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While linnet, lark, and blackbird gay, 
Sing forth her nuptial roundelay. 

XVII. 
'Twas sweetly sung that roundelay ; 
That summer mom shone blithe and gay ; 
But morning beam, and wild-bird's call, 
Awaked not Mortham's silent hall.* 
No porter, by the low-brow'd gate, 
Took in the wonted niche his seat ; 
To the paved court no peasant drew ; 
Waked to their toil no menial crew ; 
The maiden's carol was not heard. 
As to her morning task she fared : 
In the void offices around. 
Rung not a hoof, or bay'd a hound ; 
Nor eager steed, with shrilling neigh. 
Accused the lagging groom's delay ; 
Untrimm'd, undress'd, neglected now. 
Was alley'd walk and orchard bough ; 
All spoke the master's absent care,' 
All spoke neglect and disrepair. 

1 [**Tbe beautiful prospect commanded by that eminence, seen 
under the cheerful light of a summer's morning, is finely contrasts 
ed with the silence and solitude of the ^\aMe.'*^CriHealIimfiew.'] 
s niB.-** AU ipoka the niMtor abaent far. 

(.the woM of ) 
OlOM by the gate, an ftreh combined. 
Two hftnshtyelms their branches twlned.l 
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South of the gate, an arrow flight, 
Two mighty elms their limbs unite, 
As if a canopy, to spread 
O'er the lone dwelling of the dead ; 
For their huge boughs in arches bent 
Above a massive monimient. 
Carved o'er in ancient Gothic wise, 
With many a scutcheon and device : 
There, spent with toil and sunk in gloom, 
Bertram stood pondering by the tomb. 

XVIII. 

" It vanished, like a flitting ghost ! 
Behind this tomb," he said, " *twas lost — 
This tomb, where oft I deemed lies stored 
Of Mortham's Indian wealth the hoard. 
Tis true, the aged servant said 
Here his lamented wife is laid ; * 
But weightier reasons may be guess'd 
For their Lord's strict and stem behest. 
That none should on his steps intrude, 
Whene'er he sought this solitude. — 
An ancient mariner I knew. 
What time I sailed with Morgan's crew, 

1 [MS.—'< Here lies the partner of his bed ; 

But weightier reasons should appear 
For all his moonlight wanderings here, 
And for the sharp rebuke they got. 
That pried around his faronrite spot."] 
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Who oft, 'mid our carousals, spake 
Of Raleigh, Forbisher, and Drake ; 
Adventurous hearts I who bartered, bold.. 
Their English steel for Spanish gold. 
Trust not, would his experience say, 
Captain or comrade with your prey ; 
But seek some chamel, when, at fuU, 
The moon gilds skeleton and skull : 
There dig, and tomb your precious heap ; 
And bid the dead your treasure keep ; * 
Sure stewards they, if fitting spell 
Their service to the task compel. 
Lacks there such chamel? — ^kill a slave,' 
Or prisoner, on the treasure-grave ; 
And bid his discontented ghost 
Stalk nightly on his lonely post. — 

I If time did not permit the Bncaniers to layish away their 
plunder in their nsual dehaueheries, they were wont to hide it, 
with many saperstitions solemnities, in the desert islands and 
keys which they frequented, and where much treasure* whose 
lawless owners perished without reclaiming it, is stUl supposed 
to be concealed. The most cruel of mankind are often the most 
superstitious ; and these pirates are said to have had recourse 
to a horrid ritual, in order to secure an unearthly guardian to 
their treasures. They kiUed a Negro or Spaniard, and buried 
him with the treasure, belioTing that his spirit would haunt 
the spot, and terrify away all intruders. I cannot produce any 
other authority on which this custom is ascribed to them than 
that ofmaritime tradition, which is, howerer, amply sufficient 
for the purposes of poetry. 

2 CHS.—** Lacks there such eIuumel-Tault^-a slave. 
Or prisoner, slaughter on the grave."! 
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Sucli was his tale. Its truth, I ween, 
Is in mj morning vision seen." — 

XIX. 

Wilfrid, who scom'd the legend wild, 
In mingled mirth and pity smUed, 
Much marvelling that a breast so bold 
In such fond tale belief should hold ; ^ 
But yet of Bertram sought to know 
The apparition's form and show. — 
The power within the guilty breast, 
Oft vanquished, never quite suppressed, 
That unsubdued and lurking lies 
To take the felon by surprise. 
And force him, as by magic spell. 
In his despite his guilt to tell, — * 



I [MS.-** Should fftlth in inch % UiAt hold."] - 
s All who are coiiTersaiit with the administration of criminal 
justice, mnst remember many occasions in which malefactors 
appear to hare conducted themselves with a species of infatua- 
tion, either by making unnecessary confidences respecting their 
guilt, or by sudden and iuToluntary aUusions to circumstances 
by which it could not faU to be exposed. A remarkable instance 
occurred in the celebrated case of Eugene Aram. A skeleton 
being found near Knaresborough, was supposed, by the persons 
who gathered around the spot, to be the remains of one Clarkot 
who had disappeared some years before, under circumstances 
leading to a suspicion of his having been murdered. One 
Houseman, who had mingled in the crowd, suddenly said, while 
looking at the skeleton, and hearing the opinion which was 
buzzed around, ** That is no more Dan Clarke^s bone than it is 
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That power in Bertram's breast awoke ; 

Scarce conscious he was heard, he spoke ; 

" 'Twas Mortham*s form, from foot to head I 

His morion, with the plume of red, 

His shape, his mien — 'twas Mortham, right 

As when I slew him in the fight." — 

" Thou slay him? — ^thou? " — ^With conscious start 

He heard, then mann'd his haughty heart — 

" I slew him ? — I ! — I had forgot 

Thou, stripling, knew'st not of the plot 

But it is spoken — ^nor will I 

Deed done, or spoken word, deny. 

I slew him ; I ! for thankless pride ; 

'Twas by this hand that Mortham died." 

XX. 

Wilfrid of gentle hand and heart. 
Averse to every active part. 



mine!" — a sentiment expressed so positiyely, and with such 
peculiarity of manner, as to lead all who heard him to infer that 
be must necessarily know where the real body had been inter 
red. Accordingly, being apprehended, he confessed having as- 
sisted Engene Aram to murder Clarke, and to hide his body in 
Saint Robertas Caye. It happened to the author himself, whUe 
conversing with a person accused of an atrocious crime, for the 
purpose of rendering him professional assistance upon his trial, 
to hear the prisoner, after the most solemn and reiterated pro- 
testations that he was guiltless, suddenly, and, as it were, in- 
voluntarily, in the course of his communications, make such an 
admission as was altogether incompatible with innocence 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



104 BOKEBT. Canto II. 

But most averse to martial broil, 

From danger shrunk, and tum'd from toil ; 

Yet the meek lover of the lyre 

Nursed one brave spark of noble fire ; 

Against injustice, fraud, or wrong, 

His blood beat high, his hand wax'd strong. 

Not his the nerves that could sustain. 

Unshaken, danger, toil, and pain ; 

But, when that spark blazed forth to flame,^ 

He rose superior to his frame. 

And now it came, that generous mood ; 

And, in ftdl current of his blood, 

On Bertram he laid desperate hand, 

Placed firm his foot, and drew his brand. 

" Should every fiend, to whom thou'rt sold, 

Rise in thine aid, I keep my hold. — 

Arouse there, ho I take spear and sword I 

Attach the murderer of your Lord 1 '* 

XXI. 

A moment fixed as by a spell. 
Stood Bertram — It seem'd miracle. 
That one so feeble, soft, and tame. 
Set grasp on warlike Risingham. 



1 (]CS.--**]lat, when blued forth that noble taune.**] 
t [•< The sudden impression made on the mind of Wilfrid by 
this avowal, is one of the happiest touches of moral poetry. The 
effect which the unexpected burst of indignation and valour pro- 
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But when he felt a feeble stroke,* 

The fiend within the ruffian woke I 

To wrench the sword from Wilfrid's hand, 

To dash him headlong on the sand. 

Was but one moment's work, — one more 

Had drenched the blade in Wilfrid's gore ; 

But, in the instant it arose, 

To end his life, his love, his woes, 

A warlike form, that mark'd the scene, 

Presents his rapier sheathed between. 

Parries the fast-descending blow. 

And steps 'twixt Wilfrid and his foe ; 

Nor then imscabbarded his brand. 

But, sternly pointing with his hand. 

With monarch's voice forbade the fight, 

And motion'd Bertram from his sight. 

" Go, and repent," — ^he said, " while time 

Is given thee ; add not crime to crime." 

XXIL 

Mute, and uncertain, and amazed. 
As on a vision Bertram gazed ! 



duces on Bertram, is as finely imagined.**^ CWttco/ Bevisw,} — 
** This most animating scene is a Worthy companion to the ren* 
counter of Fitz-James and Roderick Dhn, in The Lady of the 
Lake.'* — Monthly Beview.'] 

1 [HS.-** At length, at slight and feeble stroke, 
rflend) 
That raxed the skin, his < > ftwoke.»J 
IrageJ 
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'Twas Mortham's bearing, bold and high,' 

His sinewy frame, his falcon eye, 

His look and accent of command, 

The martial gesture of his hand, 

His stately form, spare-built and tall. 

His war-bleach'd locks — 'twas Mortham alL 

Through Bertram's dizzy brain career* 

A thousand thoughts, and all of fear ; 

tLv& wavering faith received not quite 

The form he saw as Mortham's sprite. 

But more he fear'd it, if it stood 

His lord, in living flesh and blood. — 

What spectre can the chamel send, 

So dreadful as an injured friend ? 

Then, too, the habit of command. 

Used by the leader of the band. 

When Risingham, for many a day. 

Had march'd and fought beneath his sway. 

Tamed him — and, with reverted face. 

Backwards he bore his sullen pace ; ' 



1 [MS^— *"Twas Mortham's spare and sinewy frame, 
His falcon eye, his glance of flame.*'] 

> [MS.— <* A thousand thoughts, and all of fear, 
Diz2ied his hrain in wUd career; 
Donhting, and not recelTing quite. 
The form he saw as Mortham*s sprite, 
SHU more he fear'd it, if it stood 
His liTing lord, in flesh and blood.**] 

» [MS.— •* Slow he retreats with sullen pace.**] 
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Oft stopped, and oft on Mortham stared, 
And dark as rated mastiff glared ; 
But when the tramp of steeds was heard, 
Plunged in the glen, and disappeared, 
Nor longer there the Warrior stood, 
Ketiring eastward through the wood ;^ 
But first to Wilfrid warning gives, 
" Tell thou to none that Mortham lives." 

XXIIL 

Still rung these words in Wilfrid*s ear. 

Hinting he knew not what of fear ; 

When nearer came the coursers' tread, 

And, with his father at their head. 

Of horsemen arm'd a gallant power 

Bein'd up their steeds before the tower.* 

" Whence these pale looks, my son ? " he said : 

" Where's Bertram ?— Why that naked blade?'*— 

Wilfrid ambiguously replied, 

(For Mortham's charge his honour tied,) 

" Bertram is gone — ^the villain's word 

Avouch'd him murderer of his lord ! 

Even now we fought — ^but, when your tread 

Announced you nigh, the felon fled." 

In WycKffe's conscious eye appear 

A guilty hope, a guilty fear ; 



1 [MS.—" Retiring through the thickest wood.^ 

1 [MS.—** Rein'd up their steeds by Mortham tower.*! 
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On his pale brow the dewdrop broke, 
And his Kp quiver'd as he spoke : — 

XXIV. 

" A murderer I — Philip Mortham died 
Amid the battle's wildest tide. 
Wilfrid, or Bertram raves, or you ! 
Yet, grant such strange confession true, 
Pursuit were vain — ^let him fly far — 
Justice must sleep in civil war." 
A gallant Youth rode near his side, 
Brave Rokeby's page, in battle tried ; 
That mom, an embassy of weight 
He brought to Barnard's castle gate. 
And followed now in Wycliffe's train. 
An answer for his lord to gain. 
His steed, whose arched and sable neck 
An hundred wreaths of foam bedeck. 
Chafed not against the curb more high 
Than he at Oswald's cold reply ; 
He bit his lip, implored his saint, 
(His the old faith) — then burst restraint 

XXV. 

" Yes 1 1 beheld his bloody fall,* 
By that base traitor's dastard ball, 

1 [MS.—** Yes ! I beheld himfouUy ilaim. 
By that base traitor of hit tram*'*^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Canto II, BOKEBT. 109 

Just when I thought to measure sword, 
Presumptuous hope ! with Mortham's lord. 
And shall the murderer 'scape, who slew 
His leader, generous, brave, and true ? ^ 
Escape, while on the dew you trace 
The marks of his gigantic pace ? 
No ! ere the sun that dew shall dry," 
False Risingham shall yield or die. — 
Ring out the castle 'larum bell ! 
Arouse the peasants with the knell I 
Meantime disperse — ^ride, gallants, ride ! 
Beset the wood on every side. 
But if among you one there be, 
That honours Mortham's memory. 
Let him dismount and follow me ! 
Else on your crests sit fear and shame. 
And foul suspicion dog your name ! '' 

XXVI. 

Instant to earth young Redmond sprung ; 
Instant on earth the harness rung 
Of twenty men of Wycliffe's band, 
Who waited not their lord's command. 
Redmond his spurs from buskins drew, 
His mantle from his shoulders threw, 



1 [MS.— "wd ibn^At, 80 generous, brave, and true.**] 

[MS. " that dew shaU drain. 

False Risingham shall be 1ull*dor ta^en.**] 
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His pistols in his belt he placed, 
The green-wood gain'd, the footsteps traced, 
Shouted like huntsmen to his hounds, 
"To cover, hark!" — and in he bounds. 
Scarce heard was Oswald's anxious cry, 
" Suspicion I yes — ^pursue him — ^fly — 
But venture not, in useless strife, 
On ruffian desperate of his life. 
Whoever finds him, shoot him dead 1 
Five hundred nobles for his head ! " 

XXVIL 

The horsemen galloped, to make good 

Each path that issued from the wood. 

Loud from the thickets rung the shout 

Of Redmond and his eager rout ; 

With them was Wilfrid, stung with ire. 

And envying Redmond's martial fire,* 

And emulous of fame. — But where 

Is Oswald, noble Mortham's heir? 

He, bound by honour, law, and faith. 

Avenger of his kinsman's death ? — 

Leaning against the elmin tree. 

With drooping head and slacken'd knee. 

And clenched teeth, and close-clasp'd hands. 

In agony of soul he stands ! 

His downcast eye on earth is b^nt, 

ffis soul to every sound is lent ; 

^ [MS«— « Jediaw of Redmond's nohU fire.^ 
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For in each shout that cleaves the air. 
May ring discovery and despair.* 

XXVIIL 

What Vail'd it him, that brightly play'd 
The morning sun on Mortham's glade ? 
All seems in giddy round to ride, 
Like objects on a stormy tide, 
Seen eddying by the moonlight dim, 
Imperfectly to sink and swim. 
What Vail'd it, that the fair domain, 
Its battled mansion, hill, and plain. 
On which the sun so brightly shone, 
Envied so long, was now his own ? ■ 
The lowest dungeon, in that hour. 
Of Brackenbury's dismal tower,' 

1 [" Opposed to this animated picture of ardent courage and 
ingenuous youth, that of a guilty conscience, which immediately 
follows, is indescribably terrible, and calculated tQ achieye the 
highest and noblest purposes of dramatic fiction.** — OriHccU B^ 
view,'] 

s [« The contrast of the beautiful morning, and the prospect 
of the rich domain of Mortham, which Oswald was come to seize, 
with the dark remorse and misery of his mind, is powerfully repre- 
sented : {Non domtu etfundug / *' &c. &c.) — JHontMy Review.'] 

9 This tower has been already mentioned. It is situated ilear 
the northreastem extremity of the wall which encloses Barnard 
Castle, and is traditionally said to haye been the prison. By an 
odd coincidence, it bears a name which we naturally connect with 
imprisonment, from its being that of Sir Robert Brackenbury, 
lieutenant of the Tower of London under Edward IV. and Richard 
III. There is indeed some reason to conclude, that the tower 
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Had been his choice, could such a doom 
Have opened Mortham's bloody tomb I 
Forced, too, to turn unwilling ear 
To each surmise of hope or fear, 
Murmured among the rustics round, 
Who gathered at the 'larum sound ; 
He dared not turn his head away. 
E'en to look up to heaven to pray. 
Or call on hell, in bitter mood, 
For one sharp death-shot from the wood ! 

XXIX. 

At length overpast that dreadful space, 
Back straggling came the scattered chase ; 
Jaded and weary, horse and man, 
Returned the troopers, one by one. 
Wilfrid, the last, arrived to say. 
All trace was lost of Bertram's way. 
Though Redmond still, up Brignall wood,* 
The hopeless quest in vain pursued. — 
0, fatal doom of human race ! 
What tyrant passions passions chase ! 
Remorse from Oswald's brow is gone. 
Avarice and pride resume their throne ; • 

may actually haTe deriyed the name from that family, for Sir 
Robert Brackenbury himself possessed considerable property 
not far from Barnard Castle. 

> CHS.-'* Thonch Bedmond itUl, m onsiibdaed.''} 
< [The MS. adds : 

** Of Iffortluun's treasure now he dreftini, 
Vow Dunes more ambltloui 8oheiiiei.''J 
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The pang of instant terror by, 

They dictate us their slave's reply : — 

XXX. 

^' Ay — ^let him range like hasty hound ! 

And if the grim wolf's lair be found, 

Small is my care how goes the game 

With Redmond, or with Risingham. — 

Nay, answer not, thou simple boy ! 

Thy fair Matilda, all so coy 

To thee, is of another mood 

To that bold youth of Erin's blood. 

Thy ditties will she freely praise. 

And pay thy pains with courtly phrase ; 

In a rough path will oft command — 

Accept at least — thy friendly hand ; 

His she avoids, or, urged and pray'd. 

Unwilling takes his proffer'd aid, 

While conscious passion plainly speaks 

In downcast look and blushing cheeks. 

Whene'er he sings, will she glide nigh. 

And all her soul is in her eye ; 

Yet doubts she still to tender free 

The wonted words of courtesy. 

These are strong signs I — ^yet wherefore sigh, 

And wipe, effeminate, thine eye ? 

Thine shall she be, if thou attend 

The counsels of thy sire and friend. 

IX. H 



.ILu. 
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XXXI. 

" Scarce wert thou gone, when peep of light ^ 
Brought genuine news of Marston's fight. 
Brave Cromwell tum'd the douhtM tide, 
And conquest bless*d the rightful side ; 
Three thousand cavaliers lie dead, 
Rupert and that bold Marquis fled ; 
Nobles and knights, so proud of late, 
Must fine for freedom and estate. 
Of these, committed to my charge, 
Is Rokeby, prisoner at large ; 
Redmond, his page, arrived to say 
He reaches Barnard's towers to-day. 
Right heavy shall his ransom be. 
Unless that maid compound with thee I * 

1 [MS.—** This Bedmond brought at peep of light 
The news of M Anton's happy fight.''j 
• After the battle of Marston Moor, the Earl of Newcastle re- 
tired beyond sea in disgnst» and many of his followers laid down 
their arms, and made the best composition they could with the 
Committees of ParUament. Fines were imposed npon them in 
proportion to their estates and degrees of delinquency, and 
these fines were often bestowed upon such persons as had de* 
served well of the Commons. In some circumstances it hap* 
pened, that the oppressed cavaliers were fain to form family 
alliances with some powerful person among the triumphant 
party. The whole of Sir Robert Howard's excellent comedy of 
The CommiUee turns upon the plot of Mr and Mrs Day to en- 
rich their family, by compelling Arabella, whose estate wai 
under sequestration, to marry their son Abel, as the price by 
which she was to compound with Parliament for delinquency | 
that is, for attachment to the royal cause. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Canto II. 



ROKEBY. 



115 



Go to her now — ^be bold of clieer, 

While hor soul floats 'twizt hope and fear ; 

It is the very change of tide, 

When best the female heart is tried — 

Pride, prejudice, and modesty. 

Are in the current swept to sea ; * 

And the bold swain, who plies his oar, 

May lightly row his bark to shore." 

1 [MS.— "In the warm ebb are swept to sea."] 
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I. 

The hunting tribes of air and earth 
Respect the brethren of their birth ; * 
Nature, who loves the claim of kind, 
Less cruel chase to each assigned. 
The falcon, poised on soaring wing, 
Watches the wild-duck by the spring ; 
The slow-hound wakes the fox's lair ; 
The greyhound presses on the hare ; 
I^e eagle pounces on the lamb ; 
Thii wolf devours the fleecy dam : 
Even tiger fell, and sullen bear, 
Their likeness and their lineage spare, 
Man, only, mars kind Nature's plan. 
And turns the fierce pursuit on man ; 

1 [MS.-'«The I ^^^" ) tribes of earth and air. 
(.meaner) 

In the wild chase their kindred spare " 
The second couplet Interpol ated.1 
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Plying war's desultory trade. 
Incursion, flight, and ambuscade. 
Since Nimrod, Gush's mighty son, 
At first the bloody game begun. 

11. 
The Indian, prowling for his prey. 
Who hears the settlers track his way. 
And knows in distant forest far 
Camp his red brethren of the war ; 
He, when each double and disguise 
To baffle the pursuit he tries. 
Low crouching now his head to hide. 
Where swampy streams through rushes glide,* 
Now covering with the withered leaves 
The foot-prints that the dew receives ; * 



1 [MS.—** IiiTMlon. flight, and ambuacftde."] 

s [KS.— ** Where the slow wares thronch rushee gUde.*^ 

9 The patience, abstinence, and ingenuity, exerted by tho 
North American Indians, when in pursuit of plunder or Ten* 
geance, is the most distinguished feature in their character i and 
the actiTity and address which they display in their retreat ii 
equaUy surprising. Adair, whose absurd hypothesis and turgid 
style do not affect the general authenticity of his anecdotes, hai 
recorded an instance which seems incredible. 

''When the Chickasah nation was engaged in a former war with 
the Muskohge, one of their young warriors set off against them to 

reTenge the blood of a near relation He went through 

the most unfrequented and thick parts of the woods, as such a 
dangerous enterprise required, till he arriTed opposite the great 
and old-beloTed town of refuge, Koosah, which stands high 
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He, skilled in every silvan guile, 
Eaiows not, nor tries, such various wile, 
As Risingham, when on the wind 
Arose the loud pursuit behind. 
In Redesdale his youth had heard 
Each art her wily dalesmen dared, 

on the eastern side of a bold liver, about 2b0 yards broad, that 
runs by the late dangerous Albehama-Fort, down to the black 
poisoning Mobille, and so into the Gulf of Mexico. There he 
concealed himself under coTer of the top of a fallen pine-tree« 
in Tiew of the ford of the old trading path, where the enemy now 
and then pass the riyer in their Ught poplar canoes. All his war- 
store of provisions consisted in three stands of barbicued Tenison* 
till he had an opportunity to reyenge blood, and return home. He 
waited with watchfulness and patience almost three days, when a 
young man, a woman, and a girl, passed a Uttle wide of him about 
an hour before sunset. The former he shot down, tomahawked 
the other two, and scalped each of them in a trice, in full view of 
the town. By way of bravado, he shaked the scalps before them, 
sounding the awful death- whoop, and set off along the trading- 
path, trusting to his heels, while a great many of the enemy ran 
to their arms and gave chase. Seven miles from thence he en- 
tered the great blue ridge of the Apalahche Mountains. About 
an hour before day he had run over seventy miles of that moun- 
tainous tract ; then, after sleeping two hours in a sitting pos- 
ture, leaning his back against a tree, he set off again with fresh 
speed. As he threw away the venison when he found himself 
pursued by the enemy, he was obliged to support nature with 
such herbs, roots, and nuts, as his sharp eyes, with a running 
glance, directed him to snatch up in his course. Though I often 
have rode that war-path alone, when delay might have proved 
dangerous, and with as fine and strong horses as any in America, 
it took me five days to ride from the aforesaid Koosah to this 
sprightly warrior's place in the Chickasah country, the distance 
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When Rooken-edge, and Redswair high, 
To bugle rung and blood-hound's cry,^ 

of 300 computed mUes; yet be ran it, and got home safe and 
well at about eleren o'clock of tiie third day, which was only 
one day and a half and two nights.**— Adaib's HUtory of the 
Amtriean Indiana. Lond. 1775, 4to, p. 396. 

X ** What manner of cattle-stealers they are that inhabit these 
valleyip in the marches of both kingdoms, John Lesley, a Scotebe 
man himself, and Bishop of Ross, wlU inform yon. They sally out 
oltiieir own borders in the night, in troops, tiirongh unfrequented 
by-ways and many intricate windings. All the day-time they 
refresh tiiemseWes and their horses in lurking holes they had 
pitched upon before, tUl they arrive in the dark in those places 
they have a design upon. As soon as they have seized upon the 
booty, they, in like manner, return home in the night, through 
blind ways, and fetching many a compass. The more skilful any 
captain is to pass through those wild deserts, crooked turnings, 
and deep precipices, in the thickest mists, his reputation is the 
greater, and he is looked upon as a man of an excellent head. 
And they are so very cunning, that they seldom have their booty 
taken from them, unless sometimes when, by the help of blood- 
hounds following them exactly upon the tract, they may chance 
to fall into the hands of their adversaries. When being taken, 
they have so much persuasive eloquence, and so many smooth 
insinuating words at command, that if they do not move their 
judges, nay, and even their adversaries (notwithstanding the 
severity of their natures) to have mercy, yet they incite them to 
admiration and compassion.**— Camden's Britannia, 

The inhabitants of the valleys of Tyne and Reed were, in 
ancient times, so inordinately addicted to these depredations, that 
in 1564, the Incorporated Merchant-adventurers of Newcastle 
made a law that none bom in these districts should be admitted 
apprintice. The inhabitants are stated tube so generally addicted 
to rapine, that no faith should be reposed in those proceeding from 
** such lewde and wicked progenitors.** Thisreiniilation continued 
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Announcing Jedwood-axe and spear, 
And Lid'sdalc riders in the rear ; 
And well Ms venturous life had proved 
The lessons that his childhood loved. 

m. 

Ofk had he shown, in climes afar, 
Each attribute of roving war ; 
The sharpened ear, the piercing eye, 
The quick resolve in danger nigh j 
The speed, that in the flight or chase, 
Outstripped the Charib's rapid race ; 
The steady brain, the sinewy limb. 
To leap, to climb, to dive, to swim ; 
The iron frame, inured to bear 
Each dire inclemency of air, 

to stand unrepealed untU 1771. A beggar, in an old play, de> 
scribes himself as " bom in Redesdale, in Northumberland, and 
come of a wight-riding surname, called the Robsons, good honest 
men and true, saving a UuU shifting for their Uving% Ood help 
ihem I ** — a description which would hare applied to most Bor- 
derers on both sides. 

Reidswair, famed for a skirmish to which it gives name [see 
Border Minstrelsy, toI. iL p. 15, ant6\^ is on the very edge of 
the Carter-Fell, which diyides England from Scotland. The 
Rooken is a place upon Reedwater. Bertram, being described as 
a natiTe of these dales, where the habits of hostile depredation 
long survived the union of the crowns, may have been, in some 
degree, prepared by education for the exercise of a similar trade 
in the wars of the Bucaniers. 
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Nor less confirmed to undergo 
Fatigae's faint chill, and famine's throe. 
These arts he proved, his life to save, 
In peril oft by land and wave, 
On Arawaca's desert shore. 
Or where La Plata's billows roar. 
When oft the sons of vengeful Spain 
Tracked the marauder's steps in vain. 
These arts, in Indian warfare tried. 
Must save him now by Greta's side. 

IV. 

'Twas then, in hour of utmost need. 

He proved his courage, art, and speed. 

Now slow he stalk'd with stealthy pace, 

Now started forth in rapid race, 

Oft doubling back in mazy train. 

To blind the trace the dews retain ; ^ 

Now clombe the rocks projecting high. 

To baffle the pursuer's eye ; 

Now sought the stream, whose brawling sound 

The echo of his footsteps drown'd. 

But if the forest verge he nears. 

There trample steeds, and glimmer spears ; 

If deeper down the copse he drew, 

He heard the ranger's loud halloo, 

1 [MS.— ** Where traces in tiie dew remaiii.*'J 
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Beating each cover while they came, 
As if to start the silvan game. 
'Twas then — ^like tiger close beset * 
At every pass with toil and net, 
'Countered, where'er he turns his glare, 
By clashing arms and torches' flare, 
Who meditates, with furious boimd. 
To burst on hunter, horse, and hound, — * 
'Twas then that Bertram's soul arose, 
Prompting to rush upon his foes : 
But as that crouching tiger, cow'd 
By brandish'd steel and shouting crowd, 
Retreats beneath the jungle's shroud, 
Bertram suspends his purpose stem, 
And couches in the brake and fern. 
Hiding his face, lest foemen spy 
The sparkle of his swarthy eye. 



1 CKS.— ** And oft his soni within him rose. 
Prompting to rash upon his foes. 
And oft, like tiger toiLbeset, 
Thftt in each pass finds foe and net." Ac 

s [In the MS. the stanza concludes thus : 

** Suspending yet his purpose stern. 
He couch'd him in the brake and fern < 
Hiding his face, lest foemen spy 
The sparkle of his swarthy eye." 

' After one of the recent battles, in which the Irish rebels were 
defeated, one of their most active leaders was found in a bog. in 
which he was immersed up to the shoulders, while his head was 
concealed by an impending ledge of turf. Being detected and 
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V. 

Then Bertram might the bearing trace 
Of the bold youth who led the chase ; 
Who paused to list for every sound, 
Climb' every height to look around, 
Then rushing on with naked sword, 
Each dingle's bosky depths explored. 
'Twas Redmond — ^by the azure eye ; 
'Twas Redmond — ^by the locks that fly 
Disordered from his glowing cheek ; 
Mien, face, and form, young Redmond speak« 
A form moro active, light, and strong, 
Ne'er shot the ranks of war along ; 
The modest, yet the manly mien. 
Might grace the court of maiden queen ; 
A face moro fair you well might find,* 
For Redmond's knew the sun and wind. 
Nor boasted, from their tinge when free. 
The charm of regularity ; 

seized, notwithstanding his precaution, he became solicitous to 
know how his' retreat had been discovered. " I caught,*' answer- 
ed the Sutherland Highlander, by whom he was taken, ** the 
sparkle of your eye.'* Those who are accustomed to mark hares 
upon their form usually discoTer them by the same circumstance.' 
I [These six couplets were often quoted by the late Lord Kin 
nedder as giving in his opinion an excelleu£ portrait of the author 
himself.— Ed.] 

2 Sir Walter Scott continued to be fond of coursing liares loner after he had 
laid aside all other field sports, and he used to tay Jocularly, that he had more 
pleasure in being considered an excellent ^nder, than in all his rej^utationas a 
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But every feature had the power 

To aid the expression of the hour : 

Whether gay wit, and humour sly, 

Danced laughing in his light-blue eye ; 

Or bended brow, and glance of fire. 

And kindling cheek, spoke Erin's ire ; 

Or soft and saddened glances show 

Her ready sympathy with woe ; 

Or in that wayward mood of mind. 

When various feelings are combined. 

When joy and sorrow mingle near. 

And hope's bright wings are check'd by fear, 

And rising doubts keep transport down, 

And anger lends a short-lived frown ; 

In that strange mood which maids approve, 

Even when they dare not call it love ; 

With every change his features play'd, 

As aspens show the light and shade.* 

VI. 

Well Risingham young Redmond knew : 
And much he marvelled that the crew, 
Roused to revenge bold Mortham dead, 
Were by that Mortham's foeman led ; 
For never felt his soul the woe. 
That wails a generous foeman low, 

1 [In the MS. this image comes after the line *< to aid the 
expression of the hour/' and the couplet stands : 

** And like a flexile aspen pUy^ 
Alternately In light and •hade.'^ 
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Far less that sense of justice strong^ 
That wreaks a generous foeman's wrong. 
But small his leisure now to pause ; 
Redmond is first, whatever the cause : ^ 
And twice that Redmond came so near 
Where Bertram couch'd like hunted deer, 
The very boughs his steps displace, 
Rustled against the ruffian's face, 
Who, desperate, twice prepared to start, 
And plunge his dagger in his heart I 
But Redmond tum'd a different way. 
And the bent boughs resumed their sway, 
And Bertram held it wise, imseen. 
Deeper to plunge in coppice green. 
Thus, circled in his coil, the snake. 
When roving hunters beat the brake. 
Watches with red and glistening eye. 
Prepared, if heedless step draw nigh. 
With forked tongue and venom'd fang 
Instant to dart the deadly pang ; 
But if the intruders turn aside. 
Away his coils unfolded glide, 
And through the deep savannah wind. 
Some undisturbed retreat to find. 

YII 
But Bertram, as he backward drew. 
And heard the loud pursuit renew, 

* [MS. — " The chase he heads, whate'er the cause.'*] 
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And Redmond's hollo on the wind, * 
Oft mntter'd in Ms savage mind — 
" Redmond O'Neale I were thou and I 
Alone this day's event to try, 
With not a second here to see, 
But the grey clifif and oaken tree, — 
That voice of thine, that shouts so loud, 
Should ne'er repeat its summons proud ! 
No 1 nor e'er try its melting power 
Again in maiden's summer bower." 
Eluded, now behind him die, 
Faint and more faint, each hostile cry , 
He stands in Scargill wood alone, 
Nor hears he now a harsher tone 
Than the hoarse cushat's plaintive cry. 
Or Greta's sound that murmurs by , 
And on the dale, so long and wild. 
The summer sun in quiet smiled. 



VIII. 

He listen'd long with anxious heart, 
Ear bent to hear, and foot to start,^ 
And, while his stretch'd attention glows. 
Refused his weary frame repose. 
Twas silence all — ^he laid him down, 
Where purple heath profusely strown, 



'PiS.. 



-** and limbs to start, 



And, while his stretch*d attention g1owa» 
Scarce felt his weary frame repose.*] 
IX. I 
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And throatwort with its azure bell,* 
And moss and thyme his cushion swell. 
There, spent with toil, he listless eyed 
The course of Greta's plajrful tide ; 
Beneath, her banks now edding dun, 
. Now brightly gleaming to the sun. 
As, dancing over rock and stone. 
In yellow light her currents shone, 
Matching in hue the fayourite gem 
Of Albin's mountain-diadem. 
Then, tired to watch the current's play, 
He tum'd his weary eyes away, 
To where the bank opposing show'd 
Its huge, square cliffs through shaggy wood.* 
One, prominent above the rest, 
Rear'd to the sun its pale grey breast ; 
Around its broken summit grew 
The hazel rude, and sable yew ; 
A thousand varied lichens dyed 
Its waste and weather-beaten side, 
And round its rugged basis lay. 
By time or thunder rent away. 



1 The Chmpcmula LccUfoUa, grand throatwort, or Canterbury 
bells* grows in profusion upon the beautiful banks of the rirer 
Oreta, where it diyides the manors ofBrignall and ScargiU,aboat 
three miles above Greta Bridge. 

■ CMS. ** ihowd. 

With many a rocky ftragment nide« 
Ito old ffiey cUA and shaggy vood.1 
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Fragments, that, from its frontlet torn, 
Were mantled now by verdant thorn* 
Such was the scene's wild majesty, 
That fiird stem Bertram's gazing eye.' 

IX. 

In sullen mood he lay reclined, 
Revolving, in his stormy mind, 
The felon deed, the fruitless guilt. 
His patron's blood by treason spilt; 
A crime, it seem'd, so dire and dread. 
That it had power to wake the dead. 
Then, pondering pn his life betray'd' 
By Oswald's art to Redmond's blade, 
In treacherous purpose to withhold, 
So seem'd it, Mortham's promised gold, 
A deep and full revenge hevow'd 
On Redmond, forward, fierce, and proud ; 
Revenge on Wilfrid — on his sire 
Redoubled vengeance, swift and dire !-;— 
If, in such mood, (as legends say. 
And well believed that simple day,) 
The enemy of Man has power 
To profit by the evil hour. 



2 [The MS. adds t 

'* Tet M he guod. he fUfd to find 
Aocordinff inutge toach his mind/—] 
S LMB.-** Then thought he oq his Ufe betray'd.'Q 
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Here stood a wretch, prepared to cliange 
His soul's redemption for revenge ! ^ 

1 It is agreed by all the writers upon magic and witchcraft, 
that revenge was the most common motive for the pretended 
compact between Satan and his vassals. The ingenuity of Re- 
ginald Scot has very happily stated how such an opinion came 
to root itself, not only in the minds of the public and of the 
judges, but even in that of the poor wretches themselves who 
were accused of sorcery, and were often firm believers in their 
own power and their own guilt. 

'^ne sort of such as are said to be witches, are women which 
be commonly old, lame* bleaiveyed, pale, foul, and full of 
wrinkles ; poor, sullen, superstitious, or papists, or such as 
know no religion ; in whose drowsie minds the devil hath gotten 
a fine seat; so as what mischief, mischance, calamity, or 
slaughter is brought to pass, they are easily perswaded the same 
is done by themselves, imprinting in their minds an earnest and 
constant imagination thereof. - - - - These go firom house to 
house, and from door to door, for a pot of milk, yest, drink, pot- 
tag^, .or some such relief, without the which they could hardly 
live ; neither obtaining for their service or pains, nor yet by 
their art, nor yet at the devil*s hands (with whom they are said 
to make a perfect and visible bargain), either beauty, money, 
promotion, wealth, pleasure, honour, knowledge, learning, or 
any other benefit whatsoever. 

" It falleth out manjy a time, that neither their necessities nor 
their expectation is answered or served in those places where 
they beg or borrow, but rather their lewdness is by their 
neighbours reproved. And farther, in tract of time the witch 
waxeth odious and tedious to her neighbours, and they again 
are despised and despited of her ; so as sometimes she curseth 
one, and sometimes another, and that from the master of the 
house, his wife, children, cattle, &c to the little pig that lieth 
in the stie. Thus, in process of time, they have all displeased 
her. and she hath wished evil luck unto them all f perhaps with 
curses and imprecations made in form. Doubtless (at length) 
some of her neighbours die or fall sick, or some of thdr children 
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But ihougli his T0W8, with such a fire 
Of earnest and intense desire 
For Tengeance dark and fell, wore made,^ 
As well might reaeh hell's lowest shade. 
No deeper clouds the grove embrown'd, 
No nether thunders shook the ground ; — 
The demon knew his vassal's heart, 
And spared temptation's needless art' 



are Tisited with diseases that vex them strangely, as apoplexies, 
epilepsies* conrulsions* hot fevers, worms, &c which, by igno- 
rant parents,' are supposed to be the vengeance of witches. 

" The witch on the other side. exi>ecting her neighbonrs* mis- 
chances, and seeing things sometimes come to pass according 
to her wishes, cnrses, and incantations (for Bodin himself 
confesses, that not above two in a hundred of their witchings or 
wishings take effect), being called before a jnstice, by dne ex- 
amination of the circumstances, is driven to see her imprecations 
and desires, and her neighbours' harms and losses, to concur, 
and, as it were, to take effect ; and so confesseth that she (as a 
goddess, hath brought such things to pass. Wherein not only 
she, but the accuser, and also the justice, are foully deceived 
and abused, as being, through her confession, and other circum- 
stances, perswaded (to the injury of God's glory) that she hath 
done, or can do, that which is proper only to God himself.*' — 
Soot's Discovery of WitcherafL Lond. 1655, fol. p. 4, 5, 

> [MS.—** For deep and and duk revenge were made. 
Am veU might wakt heU's lowest thAde."] 

< ["Bertram is now alone; the landscape around is truly 
grand* partially illuminated by the sun ; and we are reminded of 
the scene in The Robbers, in which something of a similar con« 
tract is exhibited between the beauties of external mature and the 
agitations of human passion. It is in such pictures that I^ir 
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X. 

Oft, mingled with the direful theme, 

. Came Mortliam's form — ^Was it a dream? 

Or had he seen, in vision tnie, 

That very Mortham whom he slew? 

Or had in living flesh appeared 

The only man on earth he fear'd ? 

To try the mystic cause intent. 

His eyes, that on the cliflF were bent, 

Countered at once a dazzling glance, 

Like sunbeam flashed from sword or lance. 

At once he started as for fight. 

But not a foeman was in sight ;^ 

He heard the cushaf s murmur hoarse, 

He heard the river's sounding course ; 

The solitary woodlands lay. 

As slumbering in the summer ray. 

He gazed, like lion roused, around, 

Then sunk again upon the ground. 

'Twas but, he thought, some fitful beam. 

Glanced sudden from the sparkling stream ; 

Then plunged him from his gloomy train 

Of ill-connected thoughts again, 

Until a voice behind him cried, 

" Bertram ! well met on Greta side. " 

l^cott delights and excels."— ifont^y JZMfi^.— One is surprised 
that the reviewer did not quote Milton rather tlian Schiller i 



-.« The fiend 



Sawnndelighted all deUght .•-Ed.] 
I CUS.*^ ** Look'd round— no foetcaa wm in eight.*] 
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XL 

Instant his sword was in his hand, 

As instant sunk the ready hrand *, 

Tet, dabious still, opposed he stood 

To him that issued from the wood r 

*' Guy Denzil ! — is it thou ?" he said ; 

" Do we two meet in Scargill shade I — 

Stand back a space I — thy purpose show, 

Whether thou comest as friend or foQ„ 

Report hath said, that Denzil's nam^ 

From Rokeby's band was ra^ed with shame," — 

" A shame I owe that hot O'Neal, 

Who told his knight, in peevish zeal, 

Of my marauding on the clowns 

Of Calverley and Bradford downs.* 



1 The troops of the Kingt when they first took the field* were 
as well disciplined as could be expected from circnmstances. 
But as the circnmstances of Charles became less favourable, and 
his funds for regularly paying his forces decreased, habits of 
military license prevailed among them in greater excess. Lacy 
the player, who served his master during the Civil War, brought 
out, after the Restoration, a piece called The Old Troop, in 
which he seems to have commemorated some real incidents 
which occurred in his military career. The names of the officers 
of the Troop sufficiently express their habits. We have Flea* 
flint Plunder-Master-Oeneral, Captain Ferret-farm, and Quar- 
ter-Master Bum-drop* The officers of the Troop are in league 
with these worthies, and connive at their plundering the country 
for a suitable share in the booty. All this was undoubtedly 
drawn from the life, which Lacy had an opportunity to study. 
The moral of the whole is comprehended in a rebuke given to 
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I reck not In a war to strive, 

Where, save the leaders, none can thrive, 

Suits ill my mood ; and better game 

Awaits us both, if thou^rt the same 

Unscrupulous, bold fiisingham,^ 

Who watched with me in midnight dark. 

To snatch a deer irom Rokeby-park. 

How think^st thou?" — " Speak thy purpose out : 

I love not mystery or doubt." — 

xn. 

" Then, list. — ^Not far there lurk a crew 

Of trusty comrades, stanch and true, 

Glean'd from both factions — Roundheads, freed 

From cant of sermon and of creed ; 

And Cavaliers, whose souls, like mine, 

Spurn at the bonds of discipline. 

Wiser, we judge, by dale and wold, 

A warfare of our own to hold. 

Than breathe our last on battle^own. 

For cloak or surplice, mace or crown. 

Our schemes are laid, our purpose set, 

A chief and leader lack we yet — 

Thou art a wanderer, it is said ; 

For Mortham's death, thy steps way-laid,* 

the Ueutenant, whose disorders in the country are said to pre- 
judice the King's cause more than his courage in the field conid 
recompense. The piece is by no means void of farcical humour 

1 (MS.-^ Unserapulons, gallant RUIngham."] 
t IlL<i.-** Thy head at prloe, tby itept wayJald."] 
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Thy head at price — so say our spies, 

Who range the valley in disguise. 

Join them with us : — ^though wild debate 

And wrangling rend our infant state, 

Each to an equal loath to bow, 

WiU yield to chief renown'd as thou.*' — 

XIIL 

" Even now," thought Bertram, " passion-stirr'd, 

I called on hell, and hell has heard I ^ 

What lack I, vengeance to command, 

But of stanch comrades such a band? ' 

This Denzil, vow'd to every evil. 

Might read a lesson to the deviL 

Well, be it so I each knave and fool 

Shall serve as my revenge's tool."— 

Aloud, " I take thy proffer, Guy, 

But tell me where thy comrades lie ?** — 

"Not far from hence," Guy Denzil said; 

" Descend, and cross the river's bed. 

Where rises yonder cliff so grey." — 

" Do thouy" said Bertram, " lead the way," 

Then mutter'd, " It is best make sure ; 

Guy Denzirs jfaith was never pure." 

i[*..."Ibiithalfwish»d 
To see the deyil, and he's here already.** 

Otway.] 
> [MS.— *• What lack I my rerenge to quench, 
But such a band of comrades stanch f *] 
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He follow'd down the deep descent, 
Then through the Greta's streams they went ; 
And, when they reach'd the farther shore, 
They stood the lonely cliff before. 

XIV. 

With wonder Bertram heard within 

The flinty rock a murmnr'd din ; 

But when Guy puU'd the wilding spiey, 

And brambles, from its base away,* 

He saw, appearing to the air, 

A little entrance, low and square, 

Like opening cell of hermit lone. 

Dark, winding through the living stone. 

Here entered Dejizil, Bertram here ; 

^nd loud and louder on their ear. 

As from the bowels of the earth. 

Resounded shouts of boisterous mirth. 

Of old, the cavern strait and rude. 

In slaty rock the peasant hew'd ; 

And Brignall's woods, and ScargilFs wave, 

E'en now, o'er many a sister cave,' 



1 CUS.— *'Bat when Quy DenzU poll'd the spray, 
And brambles, from its roots away. 
He saw, forth issuing to the air.*'] 

• The banks of the Greta, below Rutherford Bridge, abound in 
seams of greyish slate, which are wrought in some places to a very 
great depth under ground, thus forming artificial caverns, which, 
when the seam has been exhausted, are gradually hidden by the 
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Where, far within the darksome rift. 
The wedge and lever ply their thrift. 
But war had silenced rural trade, 
And the deserted mine was made 
The banquet-hall and fortress too^ 
Of Denzil and his desperate crew. — 
There Guilt his anxious revel kept ; 
There, on his sordid pallet, slept 
Guilt-bom Excess, the goblet drain'd 
Still in his slumbering grasp retained ; 
Regret was there, his eye still cast 
With vain repining on the past ; 
Among the feasters waited near 
Sorrow, and unrepentant Fear, 
And Blasphemy, to frenzy driven, 
With his own crimes reproaching heaven ; 
While Bertram showed, amid the crew, 
The Master-Fiend that Milton drew. 

XV. 

Hark ! the loud revel wakes again. 
To greet the leader of the train. 
Behold the grbup by the pale lamp. 
That struggles with the earthy damp. 
By what strange features Vice hath known 
To single out and mark her own I 

underwood which grows in profusion upon the romantic banks 
of the river. In times of public confusion, they might be well 
adapted to the purposes of bandittL 
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Yet some there are, whose brows retain 

Less deeply stamped her brand and stain. 

See yon pale stripling ! * when a boy, 

A mother's pride, a father's joy I 

Now, 'gainst the vault's rude walls reclined, 

An early image fills his mind : 

The cottage, once his sire's, he sees, 

Embowered upon the banks of Tees ; 

He views sweet Winston's woodland scene, 

And shares the dance on Gainford^green. 

A tear is springing — ^but the zest 

Of some wild tale, or brutal jest, 

Hath to loud laughter stirr'd the rest. 

On him they call, the aptest mate 

For jovial song and merry feat : 

Fast flies his dream — ^with dauntless air, 

As one victorious o'er Dei^air, 

He bids the ruddy cup go round, 

Till sense and sorrow both are drown'd ; 

1 [*' We shonld here hare concluded our remarks on the cha- 
racters of the drama, had not one of its subordinate personages 
been touched with a force of imagination, which renders it 
worthy even of prominent regard and attention. The poet has 
just presented us with the picture of a gang of banditti, on 
which he has bestowed some of the most gloomy colouring of 
his powerful pencil. .In the midst of this horrible group, is 
distinguished the exquisitely natural and interesting portrait 
which follows :— 

* 9m yon pale stripling t* Ac- 

CSiHcai Btvkw^ 
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And soon, in merry wassail, he,* 
The life of all their revelry, 
Peals his loud song ! — ^The muse has found 
Her blossoms on the wildest ground. 
Mid noxious weeds at random strew'd. 
Themselves all profitless and rude. — 
With desperate merriment he sung. 
The cavern to the chorus rung ; 
Yet mingled with his reckless glee 
Remorse's bitter agony. 

XVI. 
Song. 
0, Brignall banks are wild and fair. 

And Greta woods are green. 
And you may gather garlands there, 

Would grace a summer queen. 
And as I rode by Dalton-hall, 

Beneath the turrets high, 
A maiden on the castle wall 

Was singing merrily, — 

CHOBUS. 

'^ 0, Brignall banks are firesh and fair. 

And Greta woods are green ; 
I'd rather rove with Edmund there, 

Than reign our English queen." — 



« [MS.^** And soon tlie londest wassailer be. 
And Ufe of all their revelry.-] 
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" If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me, 

To leave both tower and town, 
Thou first must guess what life lead we. 

That dwell by dale and down. 
And if thou canst that riddle read, 

As read fiill well you may. 
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed. 

As blithe as <Jueen of May." — 

CHORUS. 

Yet sung she, " Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are green ; 
I'd rather rove with Edmund there. 

Than reign our English queen. 

XVII. 

" I read you, by your bugle-horn, 

And by your palfrey good, 
I read you for a Hanger sworn. 

To keep the king's greenwood.*'^ 
"A ranger, lady, winds his horn. 

And 'tis at peep of light ; 
His blast is heard at merry mom. 

And mine at dead of night." — 

CHORUS. 

Yet sung she, '' Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are gay ; 
I would I were with Edmund there, 

To reign his Queen of May I 
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" With burnished brand and musketoon. 

So gallantly you come, 
I read you for a bold Dragoon, 

That lists the tuck of drum." — 
" I list no more the tuck of drum, 

No more the trumpet hear ; 
But when the beetle sounds his hum, 

My comrades take the spear. 

CHORUS. 

" And, ! though Brignall banks be fair, 

And Greta woods be gay. 
Yet mickle must the maiden dare. 

Would reign my Queen of May ! 

XVIII. 
** Maiden! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death 111 die ; 
The fiend, whose lantern lights the mead,^ 

Were better mate than I ! 
And when I'm with my comrades met,* 

Beneath the greenwood bough. 
What once we were we all forget. 

Nor think what we are now. 



'[MS. -'<The goblin-light on fen or mead."] 
* [MS.— *• And were I with my true love set 

Under the greenwood bongh. 
What once I was she mnst forget. 

Nor think what I am now."] 
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CHOBUS. 

" Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair, 

And Greta woods are green, 
And 70a may gather garlands there 

Would grace a summer queen." 

When Edmund ceased his simple song, 
Was silence on the sullen throng. 
Till waked some ruder mate their glee 
With note of coarser minstrelsy. 
But, far apart, in dark divan, 
Denzil and Bertram many a plan. 
Of import foul and fierce designed, 
While still on Bertram's grasping mind 
The wealth of murder'd Mortham hung ; 
Though half he fear'd his daring tongue, 
When it should give his wishes birth,^ 
Might raise a spectre from the earth I 

XIX. 

At length his wondrous tale he told : 
When, scornful, smiled his comrade bold; 
For, train'd in license of a court, 
Keligion's self was Denzil's sport ; 
Then judge in what contempt he held 
The visionary tales of eld ! 
His awe for Bertram scarce repressed 
The unbeliever's sneering jest 

X [MS. ••gire the project birth.'! 
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" 'Twere hard," he said, " for sage or seer,^ 
To spell the subject of your fear ; 
Nor do I boast the art renown'd, 
Vision and omen to expound. 
Yet, faith if I must needs aflFord 
To spectre watching treasured hoard, 
As bandog keeps his master's roof. 
Biding the plunderer stand aloof. 
This doubt remains — thy goblin gaunt 
Hath chosen ill his ghostly haunt ; 
For why his guard on Mortham hold, 
When Rokeby Castle hath the gold 
Thy patron won on Indian soil,' 
By stealth, by piracy, and spoil ?" — 

XX. 

At this he paused — ^for angry shame 

Lowered on the brow of Risingham. 

He blushed to think, that he should seem 

Assertor of an airy dream, 

And gave his wrath another theme. 



1 [MS.— •*• *Twere hard, my friend,' he said, ' to spell 
The morning Tision that yon tell; 
Nor am I seer, for art renownM, 
Dark dreams and omens to expound. 
Yet, if my faith I must aflford/ ** &0.I 

A [MS. « hath his gold. 

The gold he won on Indian soil/J 
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" DenzO, ** he sayg, " thongh lowly laid, 
Wrong not the memory of the dead ; 
For, while he lived, at Mortham's look 
Thy very soul, Guy Denzil, shook I 
And when he tax'd thy breach of word 
To yon fair Rose of AUenford, 
I saw thee crouch like chastened hound,* 
Whose back the huntsman's lash hath found. 
Nor dare to call his foreign wealth , 
The spoil of piracy or stealth; 
He won it bravely with his brand. 
When Spain waged warfare with our land.* 
Mark, too — I brook no idle jeer. 
Nor couple Bertram's name with fear; 
Mine is but half the demon's lot, 
For I believe, but tremble not. — 
Enough of this. — Say, why this hoard 
Thou deem'st at Rokeby Castle stored ; 
Or think'st that Mortham would bestow 
His treasure with his faction's foe ? " 

1 [MS. •Mike rated hound.^ 

> There was a short war with Spain in 1626^, which wUl he 
found to agree pretty weU with the chronology of the poem. Bnt 
probably Bertram held an opinion rery common among the mari- 
time heroes of the age, that «< there was no peace beyond the 
Line." The Spanish gu€wd€^<osta* were constantly employed in 
aggressions upon the trade and settlements of the English and 
French ; and by their own seyerities* gaye room for the system 
of bncaniering, at first adopted in self-defence and retaliation, 
and afterwards perseyered in firom habit and thirst of plunder. 
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XXL 

Soon quench'd was Denzil^s ill-tiined mirth ;' 

Rather he would have seen the earth 

Give to ten thousand spectres birth, 

Than venture to awake to flame 

The deadly wrath of Risingham. 

Submiss he answer'd, — " Mortham's mind^ 

Thou know'st, to joy was ill inclined. 

In youth, 'tis said, a gallant free, 

A lusty reveller was he ; 

But since retum'd £rom over sea, 

A sullen and a silent mood ^ 

Hath numb'd the current of his blood* 

Hence he refused each kindly call 

To Eokeby's hospitable hall. 

And our stout knight, at dawn of mom 

Who loved to hear the bugle-horn, 

Nor less, when eve his oaks embrown'd. 

To see the ruddy cup go round. 

Took umbrage that a friend so near 

Refused to share his chase and cheer ; 

Thus did the kindred barons jar. 

Ere they divided in the war. 

Yet, trust me, friend, Matilda fair 

Of Mbrtham's wealth is destined heir.'* — 



I [MS* ** Denzfl's mood of mirth ; 

He would haye rather seen the earth,** ttc] 
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XXII. 

" Destined to her I to yon slight maidl 
The prize my life had wellnigh paid, 
When 'gainst Laroche, by Cayo's wave, 
I fought my patron's wealth to save 1—^ 
Denzil, I knew him long, yet ne'er 
Knew him that joyous cavalier. 
Whom youthful Mends and early fame 
Call'd soul of gallantry and game. 
A moody man, he sought our crew. 
Desperate and dark, whom no one knew ; 
And rose, as m^ with us must rise, 
By scorning life and all its ties. 
On each adventure rash he roved. 
As danger for itself he loved • 
On his sad brow nor mirth nor wine 
Could e'er one wrinkled knot imtwine ; 
HI was the omen if he smiled, 
For 'twas in peril stem and wild ; 
But when he laugh'd, each luckless mate 
Might hold our fortune desperate.* 
Foremost he fought in every broil. 
Then scornful tum'd him from the spoil ; 

>[The MS. has not this couplet.] 

• [« There was a-Unghing devil in tOs ineer. 
That raised emotions both of rage and fear; 
And where his firown of hatred darkly fell. 
Hope withering fled— and Mftoy sigh'd fareweU.** 

Bteom's TForJhi, ToL Ix. P.17S.J 
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Nay, often strove to bar the way 
Between his comrades and their prey ^ 
Preaching, even then, to such as we, 
Hot with our dear-bought victory, 
Of mercy and humanity. 

XXIII. 
"I loved him well — His fearless part, 
His gallant leadiag, won my heart 
And after each victorious fight, 
Twas I that wrangled for his right,^ 
Redeemed his portion of the prey 
That greedier mates had torn away : 
In field and storm thrice saved his life, 
And once amid our comrades' strife. — * 

1 [MS.-** And when | ^^ | bloody fieht wMdone. 
I wrangled for the share he won/^ 

* The laws of the Bucaniers, and their successors the Pirates, 
however seTere and equitable, were* like other laws, often set 
aside by the stronger party. Their quarrels about the diyision 
of the spoil fill their history, and they as frequently arose out of 
mere frolic, or the tyrannical humour of their chiefs. An anec- 
dote of Teach (called Blackbeard) shews that their habitual in- 
difference for human life extended to their companions, as well 
as their enemies and captiyes. 

** One night, drinking in his cabin with Hands, the pilot, and 
another man, Blackbeard, without any provocation, privately 
draws out a small pair of pistols, and cocks them under the table, 
which, being perceived by the man, he withdrew upon deck, leaving 
Hands, the pilot, and the captain together. When the pistols were 
ready, he blew out the candles, and, crossing his hands, discharged 
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Yes, I have loved thee ! Well hath proved 
My toil, my danger, how I loved ! 
Yet will I moam no more thy fate, 
Ingrate in life, in death ingrate. 
Rise if thou canst I'' he looked around. 
And sternly stamped upon the ground — 
'' Eiso, with thy bearing proud and high, 
Even as this mom it met mine eye. 
And give me, if thou darest, the lie !'' 
He paused — ^then, calm and passion-freed. 
Bade Denzil with his tale proceed 

XXIV. 
" Bertram, to thee I need not tell, 
What thou hast cause to wot so well,* 

them at his company. Hands, the master, was shot through 
the knee, and lamed for life ; the other pistol did no execution.** — 
Johnson's History of PircOes, Lond. 1724, 8to, toI. i. p. 38. 

Another anecdote of this worthy may be also mentioned. ** The 
hero of whom we are writing was thoroughly accomplished this 
way, and some of his frolics of wickedness were so extravagant, 
as if he aimed at making his men beUeve he was a devil incarnate ; 
for, being one day at sea, and a little flushed with drink, * Come,* 
says he, * let us make a hell of our own, and try how long we 
can bear it.* Accordingly, he, with two or three others, went 
down into the hold, and, closing up all the hatches, filled several 
pots full of brimstone and other combustible matter, and set it on 
fire, and so continued tUl they were almost suffocated, when some 
of the men cried out for air. At length he opened the hatches 
not a little pleased that he held out the longest.**— i&uf, p. 90. 

> [MS.—** To thee, my Mend, Tneed not telU 

Whftfe thon but oftone to know so well.**} 
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How Superstition's nets were twined 
Around the Lord of Mortham's mind ;* ' 
But since he drove thee from his tower, 
A msdd he found in Greta's bower, 
Whose speech, like David's harp, had sway, 
To charm his evil fiend away. 
I know not if her features moved 
Remembrance of the wife he loved ; 
But he would gaze upon her eye. 
Till his "mood softened to a sigh. 
He, whom no living mortal sought 
To question of his secret thought. 
Now every thought and care confessed 
To his fair niece's faithful breast ; 
Nor was there aught of rich and rare, 
In earth, in ocean, or in air. 
But it must deck Matilda's hair. 
Her love still boimd him imto life ; * 
But then awoke the civil strife, 
And menials bore, by his commands, 
Three coffers, with their iron bands, 
From Mortham's vault, at midnight deep, 
To her lone bower in Rokeby-Keep, 
Ponderous with gold and plate of pride, ® 
His gift, if he in battle died." — 

^ [MS. — " Around thy captain's moody mind"] 

> [MS.— "Bnt it most be Matilda's sliare. 

This, too, still bound him unto life. "] 

' [MS. — *' From a strong Taalt in Mortham tower, 
In secret to Matilda's bower. 
Ponderous with ore and gems of pride."] 
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XXV. 

" Then Denzil, as 1 guess, lays train, 
These iron-banded chests to gain ; 
Else, wherefore should he hover here, * 
Where many a peril waits him near. 
For all his feats of war and peace, 
For plunder'd boors, and harts of greese ? * 
Since through the hamlets as he fared. 
What hearth has Guy's marauding spared. 
Or where the chase that hath not rung ^ 
With Denzil's bow, at midnight strung ?"— 
" I hold my wont — ^my rangers go 
Even now to track a milk-white doe.* 

1 [MS. — *' Then may I guess thon hast some train. 

These iron-banded chests to gain ; 

Eise, why shonld Denzil hoTer here."] 
S Deer in season. 
I [MS. " that doth not know 

The midnight clang of Denzil*s bow. 

—I hold my sport,** &c] 
* '* Immediately after supper, the huntsman should go to hit 
master's chamber, and if he serve a king, then let him goto the 
master of the gamers chamber, to know in what quarter he de- 
termineth to hunt the day following, that ho may know his own 
quarter ; that done, he may go to bed, to the end that he may 
rise the earlier in the morning, according to the time and sea* 
son, and according to the place where he must hunt t then when 
he is up and ready, let him drinke a good draught, and fetch his 
hound to make him breake his fast a little : and let him not 
forget to fill his bottel with good wine : that done, let him 
take a Utile vinegar into the palme of his hand, and put it in the 
nostrils of his hound, for to make him snuffe, to the end his 
scent may be the perfecter, then let him go to the wood, — - 
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By Rokeby-hall she takes her lair, 

In Greta wood she harbours fair, 

And when my huntsman marks her way, 

What think'st thou, Bertram, of the prey ? 

Were Rokeby's daughter in our power, 

We rate her ransom at her dower." — 

XXVI. 

" Tis well I — there's vengeance in the thouglit, 
Matilda is by Wilfrid sought ; 
And hot-brain'd Redmond, too, 'tis said. 
Pays lover's homage to the maid. 
Bertram she scom'd — If met by chance, 
She tum'd from me her shuddering glance. 
Like a nice dame, that will not brook 
On what she hates and loathes to look ; 

When the hnntsman perceireth that it is time to begin to beat» 
let him put his hound before him, and beat the outsides of 
springs or thickets; and if he find an hart or deer that likes 
him, let him mark well whether it be fresh or not, which he 
may know as well by the maner of his hounds drawing, as also 

by the eye When he hath well considered what maner 

of hart it may be, and hath marked every thing to judge by, 
then let him draw till he come to the couert where he is gone 
to ; and let him harbour him if he can* still marking all his 
tokens, as well by the slot as by the entries, foyles, or such- 
like. That done, let him plash or bruse down small twigges, 
some aloft and some below* as the art requireth, and therewith- 
all, whilest his hound is bote, let him beat the outsides* and 
make his ring-walkes twice or thrice about the wood.** — ThM 
Noble Art of VenerU or Eunttng. Lond. 1611, 4to, p. 76, 77. 
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She told to Mortham she could ne'er 
Behold me without secret fear. 
Foreboding evil : — She may rue 
To find her prophecy fall true ! — 
The war has weeded Rokeby's train, 
Few followers in his halls remain ; 
If thy scheme miss, then, brief and bold, 
We are enow to storm the hold ; 
Bear off the plunder, and the dame, 
And leave the castle all in flame/* — 

XXVIL 

" Still art thou Valour's venturous son ! 

Yet ponder first the risk to run : 

The menials of the castle, true. 

And stubborn to their charge, though few ;^ 

The wall to scale — ^the moat to cross — 

The wicket-grate — ^the inner fosse." 

— ^^ Fool I if we blench for toys like these, 
On what fair guerdon can we seize ? ' 
Our hardiest venture, to explore 
Some wretched peasant's fenceless door, 
And the best prize we bear away. 
The earnings of his sordid day." — 
" A while thy hasty taunt forbear : 
Li sight of road more sure and fair, 

^ [MS.—** The menials of the castle few, 

But stuhborn to their charge, and true/*] 
a LMS.— *f What prize of rantage shall we seize 2*1 
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Thou wouldst not choose, in blindfold wrath, 
Or wantonness, a desperate path? 
List, then ; — for vantage or assault. 
From gilded vane to dungeon-vault. 
Each pass of Rokeby-house I know : 
Thei::^ is one postern, dark and low, 
That issues at a secret spot,^ 
By most neglected or forgot 
Now, could a spial of our train 
On fair pretext admittance gain, 
That sally-port might be unbarr'd : 
Then, vain were battlement and ward I '' — 

XXVIII. 

" Now speak'st thou well : — ^to me the same, 
K force or art shall urge the game ; 
Indifferent, if like fox I wind,". 
Or spring like tiger on the hind. — 
But, hark I our merry-men so gay 
Troll forth another roundelay.'* — ^ 

" A weary lot is thine, fair maid, 
A weary lot is thine I 

1 [MS.— «* That issues level with the moat,**) 
* [MS.— •*! care not if a fox I wind.*] 
' £MS.— — •* our merry-men again 

Are frolicking in blithesome strain.**] 



t 
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To pull the thorn thy brow to braid. 
And press the rue for wine ! 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien,^ 
A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green, — 
No more of me you knew, , 

My love I 
No more of me you knew. 

" This mom is merry June, I trow, 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter snow, 

Ere we two meet again." 
He tum'd his charger as he spake, 

Upon the river shore," 
He gave his bridle-reins a shako, 

Said, **Adieu for evermore. 
My love *' 
And adieu for evermore." — ^ 

4 CMS.—** A laughins eye, a dsnntless mlen.*4 

( areta *) 
« IMS ->• Upon the { \ shore.'n 

iScottlflh; 

s The last Terse of this song is taken from the fragment of an 
old Scottish ballad, of which I only recollected two Terses when 
the first edition of Rokeby was published. Mr Thomas Sheridan 
kindly pointed out to me an entire copy of this beautiful song, 
which seems to express the fortunes of some foUower of the 
Stuart family » — 
*' It was a» for <mr rightful king That we ett saw Irish land. 

That we left fiUr Scotland's strand. My dear. 

It was a^ for our rightful king That we e'er saw Irish land. 
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XXIX. 

" What youth is this, your band among, 
The best for minstrelsy and song? 
In his wild notes seem aptly met 
A strain of pleasure and regret'' — 
" Edmond of Winston is his name ; 
The hamlet sounded with the fame 
Of early hopes his childhood gave, — 
Now centered all in Brignall cave ! 
I watch him well — ^his wayward course 
Shows oft a tincture of remorse. 
Some early love-shaft grazed his heart,* 
And oft the scar will ache and smart 
Yet is he useful ;— of the rest. 
By fits, the darling and the jest. 



«*iroiraUladon«thKtmaa«Mado^ -TiMMiditrXrMUiawarMCiinM^ 

JUidalllidafiMinTalii! And fh« nucchant frae th« main* 

Xylora! inyii»ilTalaiid.adieaI Bat I hae parted wi' my Iot*. 

VorlnuufcoroMthflmain. And na^ar to meet again. 

Xydaar. Mydaar. 

VorlmastenMitlMmaln. AndnaTartomeetaj^dn. 

"Hatam'd him round and right ** Wh«n day Is gone and nl|^t la 

about, ooma. 

AnaathelilahBhore. AndaTarebonn'todaeiv 

HagaTehiabrldle-reimaihakak I think on them thatTs ftr a«|k 

Wtth, Adieu fbrarennore, The lee-lang nl^t, and weep, 

My daw. My daw.] 

JJUtniu 9fmaonl Thelee^langnli^aadweegk.'* 



'Scathed) 
Scared 



i[MS • { ^ ^ VhtoheartT 
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His harp, his story, and Ids lay, 
Oft aid the idle hours away :* 
When unemploy'd, each fiery mate 
Is ripe for mutinous debate. 
He tuned his strings e'en now — again 
He wakes them, with a blither strain.*' 

XXX. 

<Song. 

ALLEK-A-DALE. 

Allen-a-Dale has no fagot for burning, 
AUen-a-Dale has no furrow for turning, 
Allen-a-Dale has no fleece for the spinning. 
Yet Allen-a-Dale has red gold for the winning. 
Come, read me my riddle I come, hearken my tale I 
And tell me the craft of bold AUen-a-Dale. 

The Baron of Ravensworth ■ prances in pride. 
And he views his domains upon Arkindale side. 
The mere for his net, and the land for his game, 
The chase for the wild, and the park for the tame • 
Yet the fish of the lake, and the deer of the vale. 
Are less free to Lord Dacre than Allen-a-Dale ! 



^ [MS—** Oft helps the weary nifht awsy."] 
« The ruins of Ravensworth Castle stand in the North Riding 
of Yorkshire, about three miles from the town of Richmond, 
and adjoining to the waste called the Forest of Arkingarth. It 
belonged originally to the powerful family of Fitz-Hugh, from 
whom it passed to the Lords Dacre of the South. 
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Allen-a-Dale was ne'er belted a knight, 

Though his spur be as sharp, and his blade be as bright ; 

Allen-a-Dale is no baron or lord, 

Yet twenty tall yoemen * will draw at his word ; 

And the best of our nobles his bonnet will vail, 

Who at Kere-cross' on Stanmore meets AUen-aF-Daie. 

Allen-a-Dale to his wooing is come ; 
The mother, she ask'd of his household and home : 
'' Though the castle of Richmond stands fair on the hill. 
My hall," quoth bold Allen, "shows gallanter still; 
Tis the blue vault of heaven, with its crescent so pale, 
And with all its bright spangles I " said AUen-a-Dale.' 

The father was steel, and the mother was stone ; 
They lifted the latch, and they bade him begone ; 



1 [Mb.-** Bal » Mon of fooi flsUowi," Ae.) 

3 This i« a fragment of an old cross, with its pediment* sur- 
ronnded hy an intrenchment» npon the very summit of the 
waste ridge of Stanmore* near a small house of entertainment 
called the Spittal. It is called Rere-Cross, or Ree-Cross, of 
which Holinshed giret ns the following explanation :— 

<* At length a peace was concluded hetwixt the two kings 
▼nder these conditions, that Malcome should enjoy that part of 
Korthumherland which lieth betwixt Tweed, Cumberland, and 
Stainmore, and doo homage to the Kinge of England for the 
same. In the midst of Stainmore there shall be a crosse set up, 
with the Kinge of England's image on the one side, and the 
Kinge of Scotland's on the other* to signifie that one is march 
to England, and the other to Scotland. This crosse was called 
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But loud, on the morrow, their wail and their cry : 
He hadlaugh'd on the lass with his honny hlack eyo, 
And she fled to the forest to hear a love tale. 
And the youth it was told by was Allen-a-Dale I 

XXXL 

" Thou see'st that, whether sad or gay, 

Love mingles ever in his lay. 

But when his boyish wayward fit 

Is o'er, he hath address and wit ; 

! 'tis a brain of fire, can ape 

Each dialect, each various shape/ — 

"Nay, then, to aid thy project, Guy — • 

Soft I who comes here ? " — ^^ My trusty spy. 

Speak, Hamlin I hast thou lodged oitr deer ? " — ^^ 

" I have — ^but two fair stags are near. 



the Roi-erosse» that is, the cross of the Kio^^e.^^ — ^HOLINSHEI). 
Lond. 1806, 4to, ▼. 280. 

Holinshed'B sole anthority seems to haye been Boethius. Bat 
it is not improbable that his account may be the true one, al- 
though the circumstance does not occur in Wintoun*s Chronicle. 
The situation of the cross, and the pains taken to defend it, 
seem to indicate that it was intended for a land-i^ark of impor- 
tance. 

1 The duty of the ranger, or pricker* was first to lodge, or 
harbour the deer; {. e.to discoTer his retreat, as described at 
length in notct p. 162, and then to make his report to his prince 
or master ; 

Bafore the Kloff leome nport to OUllHk 
Tbm huht and pwoe for iio1>I« TrtotnunePs nke - • 
My Uego, I weat this moraine Wi my anest, 
Uj hoond did stick, and lewiu a lo tmi some besat. 
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I watched her, as she slowly stray'd 
From Eglistone up ThorsgiU glade ; 
But Wilfrid Wycliffe sought her side, 
And then young Redmond, in his pride. 
Shot down to meet them on their way : 
Much, as it seem'd, was theirs to say : 
There's time to pitch both toil and net, 
Before their path be homeward set.'* 
A hurried and a whisper'd speech 
Did Bertram's will to Denzil teach ; 
Who, turning to the robber band, 
Bade four, the bravest, take the brand. 



I held him b1^, and dnwiag ftfter him, 
I might behold the hart wm feeding trym i 
Hie head waa high, and large in each degree, 
Veil paolmed eke, and aeem'd ftiU sound to be. 
or colonr browne, he beareth eight and tenne. 
Of stately height, and long he seemed then. 
His beam seem'd great. In good proportion led. 
Well barred and roand, well pearled neare his head. 
He seemed fajrre tweene blacke and berrie broande. 
He seemes well fed by all the signes I found. 
Vot when I had well marked him with eye, 
I stept aside, to watoh where he would lye. 
And when I had so'wayted ftill an houre. 
That he might be at layre and in his boure. 
I east about to harbour him ftill sure » 
My hound by sent did roe thereof assure - - 

'* Then if he ask what slot or view I found, : 
I say the slot or view was long on ground ; 
The toes were great, the Joynt bones round and short, 
The shinne bones large, the dew^aws close in portr 
Short ioynted was he, hollow.footed eke. 
An hart to hunt as any man can seeke.** 

ThMArttf YtntrUt ut tupia, p. W. 



IX. 
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ROKEBT. 

OANTO FOUETH. 



I. 

When Denmark's laven soared on higli, 
Triiimpliant through Northumbrian sky, 
Till, hovering near, her fatal croak 
Bade Eeged's Britons dread the yoke,* 

1 Abont the year of God 866* the Danes, nnder their celebra- 
ted leaders Inguar (more properly Agnar^and Hnbba, sons, it is 
eaidt of the still more celebrated Regnar Lodbrog, invaded 
Northumberland* bringing with them the magical standard, so 
often mentioned in poetry, called Reafen, or Rumfan, from its 
bearing the figure of a rayen :— 

** Wrought bythe siaten of the Danish king. 
Of ftrlons Ivar In a midnight hoar i 
While the sick moon, at their enchanted song 
Wrapt In pale tempest, labour throngh the clouds. 
The demons of destroctlon then, they say. 
Were all abroad, and mixing with the woof 
Thefar balefbl power t The sisters ever song, 
* Shake, standard, shake this min on onr foes.* * 

Tboxsoji «mdMAU.n*s Af^rtd. 

The Danes renewed and extended their ineorsions, and began 
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And the broad shadow of her wing 
Blackened each caiaract and spring, 
Where Tees in tumult leaves his source, 
Thundering o'er Caldron and High-Force ; * 
Beneath the shade the Northmen came, 
Fix'd on each vale a Runic name, ■ 

to colonize/ establishing a kind of capital at York, ft*om which 
they spread their conquests and incursions in every direction. 
Stanmore, which divides the mountains of Westmoreland and 
Cumberland, was probably the boundary of the Danish kindgom 
in that direction. The district to the west, known in ancient 
British history by the name of Reged, had never been conquered 
by the Saxons, and continued to maintain a precarious independ- 
ence until it was ceded to Malcolm, King of Scots, by William the 
Conqueror, probably on account of its similarity in language and 
manners to the neighbouring British kingdom of Strath-Clyde. 

Upon the extent and duration of the Danish sovereignty in 
Northumberland, the curious may consult the various authorities 
quoted in the Guta fit Vettigia Danorum extra Damiam^ tom. ii. 
p. 40. The most powerful of their Northumbrian leaders seems 
to have been Ivar, called, from the extent of his conquests, 
Widfaniy that is. The Strider, 

1 The Tees rises about the skirts of Crossfell, and falls over 
the cataracts named in the text before it leaves the mountains 
which divide the North-Riding from Cumberland. High-Force 
is seventy-five feet in height. 

> The Heathen Danes have left several traces of their religion 
in the upper part of Teesdale. Balder-garth, which derives its 
name from the unfortunate son of Odin, is a tract of waste land 
on the very ridge of Stanmore ; and a brook, which falls into 
the Tees near Barnard Castle, is named after the same deity. 
A field upon the banks of the Tees is also termed Woden-Croft, 
firom the supreme deity of the Edda. Thorsgill, of which a de- 
scription is attempted in stonxa ii., is a beautiful little brook 
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Reared high their altar's ragged stone, 
And gave their Gods the land they won. 
Then, Balder, one bleak garth was thine, 
And one sweet brooklet's silver line, 
And Woden's Croft did title gain 
From the stem Father of the Slain ; 
Bnt to the Monarch of the Mace, 
That held in fight the foremost place. 
To Odin's son, and Sifia's sponse. 
Near Stratforth high they paid their vows, 
Remember'd Thor's victorous fame. 
And gave the dell the Thunderer's name. 

11. 

Yet Scald or Kemper err'd, I ween, 
Who gave that soft and quiet scene. 
With all its varied light and shade, 
And every little sunny glade. 
And the blithe brook that strolls along 
Its pebbled bed with summer song, 

and dell, running up behind the ruins of Eglistone Abbey. Tlior 
was the Hercules of the Scandinayian mythology, a dreadful 
giant-queller, and in that capacity the champion of the gods, and 
the defender of Asgafd, the northern Olympus, against the fre- 
quent attacks of the inhabitants of Jotunhem. There is an old 
poem in the Edda of Soemund, called the Song of Thrym, which 
turns upon the loss and recovery of the Mace, or Hammer, which 
was Thor's principal weapon, and on which much of his power 
seems to have depended. It may be read to great advantage in 
aversion equally spirited and literal, among the Miscellaneous 
TraDBlations and Poems of the Honourable William Herbert, 
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To the grim God of blood and scar. 
The grisly King of Northern War. 
0, better were its banks assigned 
To spirits of a gentler kind ! 
For where the thicket-groups recede. 
And the rath primrose decks the mead,^ 
The velvet grass seems carpet meet 
For the light fairies' lively feet 
Yon tufted knoll, with daisies strown, 
Might make proud Oberon a throne, 
While, hidden in the thicket nigh. 
Puck should brood o*er his frolic sly ; 
And where profuse the wood-vetch clings 
Bound ash and elm, in verdant rings. 
Its pale and azure-penciU'd flower 
Should canopy Titania's bower. 

IIL 

Here rise no clifiTs the vale to shade ; 
But, skirting every sunny glade, 
In fair variety of green 
The woodland lends its silvan screen. 
Hoary, yet haughty, frowns the oak, 
Its boughs by weight of ages broke ; 



1 \ilL% ->" The early primrose decks the mead. 
And the short Telvet grass seems meet 
For the light fairies* frolic feet.*'] 
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And towers erect, in cuEible spire, 
The pine-tree scathed by lightning fire ; 
The drooping ash and birch, between, 
Hang their fair tresses o'er the green. 
And all beneath, at random grow 
Each coppice dwarf of varied show. 
Or, round the stems profusely twined. 
Fling simimer odours on the wind. 
Such varied group Urbino's hand 
Round him of Tarsus nobly platm'd, 
What time he bade proud Athens own 
On Mars' Moimt the God Unknown I 
Then grey Philosophy stood nigh, 
Though bent by age, in spirit high : 
There rose the scar-seam'd veteran's spear, 
There Grecian Beauty bent to hear. 
While Childhood at her foot was placed, 
Or clung delighted to her waist. 

IV. 

" And rest we here," Matilda said, 
And sat her in the varying shade. 
Chance-met, we well may steal an hour 
To friendship due from fortune's power. 
Thou, Wilfrid, ever kind, must lend 
Thy counsel to thy sister-friend ; 
And, Redmond, thou, at my behest, 
No farther urge thy desperate 'quest. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



170 BOKEBY. Canto IV. 

For to my care a charge is left, 
Dangerous to one of aid bereft, 
Wellnigh an orphan, and alone, 
Captive her sire, her house o'erthrown.** 
Wilfrid, with wonted kindness graced. 
Beside her on the turf she placed ; 
Then paused, with downcast look and eye, 
Nor bade young Redmond seat him nigh. 
Her conscious diffidence he saw. 
Drew backward as in modest awe. 
And sat a little space removed, 
Unmark'd, to gaze on her he loved. 

V. 

Wreathed in its dark-brown rings, her hair 

Half hid Matilda's forehead fair. 

Half hid and half revealed to view 

Her fiill dark eye of hazel hue. 

The rose, with faint and feeble streak. 

So slightly tinged the maiden's cheek, 

That you had said her hue was pale ; * 

But if she faced the summer gale. 

Or spoke, or sung, or quicker moved, 

Or heard the praise of those she loved, 



1 [MS. — ** That yon had said her cheek was pale t 
But if she faced the morning gale, 
Or longer spoke, or quicker moTed.*^] 
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Or when of interest was expressed 
Anght that waked feeling in her breast. 
The mantling blood in ready play 
Rivaird the blush of rising day. 
There was a soft and pensive grace, 
A cast of thought upon her face, 
That suited well the forehead high. 
The eyelash dark, and downcast eye ; 
The mild expression spoke a mind 
In duty firm, composed, resigned ; — 
'Tis that which Roman art has given, 
To mark their maiden Queen of Heaven. 
In hours of sport, that mood gave way * 
To Fancy's light and frolic play ; 
And when the dance, or tale, or song, 
In harmless mirth sped time along, 
FuU oft her doting sire would call 
His Maud the merriest of them all. 
But days of war, and civil crime, 
Allowed but ill such festal time, 

1 [MS.^Or anglit of interest was express'd 
That waked a feeUng in her breast, 

Then.antUn«Hood. { JSTl^:f .Sf™' 

3 [MS< — '' In fitting hours the mood gare way 
To Fancy's light and froUc play, 
When the bUthe dance, or tale, or song. 
In harmless mirth sped time along, 
When oft her doting sire would call 
His Maudlin merriest of them all."] 
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And her soft pensiveness of brow 

Had deepen'd into sadness now. 

In Marston field her father ta'en, 

Her Mends dispersed, brave Mortham slain, 

While every ill her soul foretold, 

From Oswald's thirst of power and gold, 

And boding thoughts that she must part 

With a soft vision of her heart, — * 

All lower'd around the lovely maid. 

To darken her dejection's shade. 

VL 

Who has not heard — ^while Erin yet 
Strove 'gainst the Saxon's iron bit — 
Who has not heard how brave O'Neale 
In EngUsh blood imbrued his steel, * 

1 [MS.-** With ft toft Tislon of her hevrt. 

That stole it« sest, eie yet she knew 

The fOftrd to eurly paulon due."] 
* TheO'Neale here meant, for more than one succeeded to the 
chieftainship daring the reign of Elizabeth, was Hugh, the grand- 
son of Con O'Neale, called Con Bacco, or the Lame. His father, 
Matthew O'Eelly, was illegitimate, and, being the son of a black- 
smith's wife, was usuaUy called Matthew the Blacksmith. His 
father, nevertheless, destined his succession to him; and he was 
created, by Elizabeth, Baron of Dungannon. Upon the death of 
Con Bacco, this Matthew was slain by his brother. Hugh nar- 
rowly escaped the same fate, and- was protected by the English. 
Shane O'Neale, his uncle, called Shane Dymas, was succeeded by 
Turlough Lynogh O'Neale ; after whose death Hugh, having 
assumed the chieftainship, became nearly as formidable to the 
English as any by whom it had been possessed. He rebelled 
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Against St George's cross blazed high 

The banners of his Tanistry, 

To fiery Essex gave the foil, 

And reign'd a prince on Ulster's soil ? 

But chief arose his victor pride, 

When that brave Marshal fought and died, * 

And Avon-Duflf to ocean bore 

His billows red with Saxon gore. 

'Twas first in that disastrous fight, 

Eokeby and Mortham proved their might. ■ 

repeatedly, and as often made submissions* of which it was usoally 
a condition that he should not any longer assume the title of 
0*Neale ; in lieu of which he was created Earl of Tyrone. But 
this condition he never observed longer than until the pressure of 
superior force was withdrawn. His baffling the gallant'Earl of 
Essex in the field, and oYerreaching him in a treaty, was the 
induction t6 that nobleman's tragedy. Lord Mountjoy succeeded 
in finally subjugating O'Neale; but it was not till the succession 
of James* to whom he made personal submission, and was re« 
ceived with civility at court. Yet, according to Morrison* ** no 
respect to him could containe many weomen in those parts* 
who had lost husbands and children in the Irish warres, from 
fiinging durt and stones at the earle as he passed, and from 
reuilinghim with bitter words; yea, when the earle had been at 
court, and there obtaining his majestie's direction for his pardon 
and performance of all conditions promised him by the Lord 
Mountjoy, was about September to retume* hee durst not pass 
by those parts without direction to the shiriffesi to convey him, 
with troopes of horse from place to place, till he was safely im- 
barked and put to sea for Ireland.*'— JtrnM-ory, p. 269. 
» [See Appendix, Note F.] 

s [MS;— •« And, by the deep-resonndlnc More, 

The English veienns heaped the shore. 

It was in that disastrous fight 

That Bokebj proved his yonthftd -i jQigjit,* 

Bokeby and Mortham prored their » 
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There had they fallen amongst the rest, 
But pity touch'd a chieftain's breast ; 
The Tanist he to great O'Neale ; ^ 
He checked his followers' bloody zeal, 
To quarter took the kinsmen bold, 
And bore them to his mountain-hold. 
Gave them each silvan joy to know, 
Slieve-Donard's cliffs and woods could show^ ' 
Shared with them Erin's festal cheer, 
Show'd them the chase of wolf and deer, 
And, when a fitting time was come, 
Safe and unransom'd sent them home, 
Loaded with many a gift, to prove 
A generous foe's respect and love. 

vn. 

Years speed away. On Bokeb/s head 

Some touch of early snow was shed ; 

Cfflm he enjoy'd, by Greta's wave. 

The peace which James the Peaceful gave, 

While Mortham, far beyond the main, ' 

Waged his fierce wars on Indian Spain. — 

It chanced upon a wintry night,* 

That whiten'd Stanmore's stormy height, 

} OCS.-^ ▲ Unnun new to greal O'Neftle.n 
[See Appendix, Note G.] 

s [MS.—** GftTe them each Tuled Joy to know 

The woods of OphftUe eoold thow.^J 
S [MS. •• » ttormj night. 

When ewlj saow eUd BtMunora^ haU^** 
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The chase was o'er, the stag was kill'd, 
In Rokeby-hall the cups were fill'd, 
And by the huge stone chimney sato 
The Knight in hospitable state. 
Moonless the sky, the hour was late, 
When a loud summons shook the gate, 
And sore for entrance and for aid 
A voice of foreign accent pray'd. 
The porter answered to the call, 
And instant msh'd into the hall 
A Man, whose aspect and attire ^ 
Startled the circle by the fiie. 

vm. 

His plaited hair in elf-locks spread ' 

Around his bare and matted head ; 

On leg and thigh, close stretch'd and trim, 

His vesture show'd the sinewy limb ; 

In saffiron dyed, a linen vest 

Was frequent folded round his breast ; 

A mantle long and loose he wore, 

Shaggy with ice, and stain'd with gore. 

He clasp'd a burden to his heart. 

And, resting on a knotted dart. 



1 [XS.^* And Instant into Boke1>y.hftll 

A stnwger nish*dt wbosa wild Attire 
8tftrtled,»^koJ 
s[See Appendix, Note H.] 
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The snow from hair and beard he shook^ 
And round him gazed with wilder'd look. 
Then up the hall, with staggering pace, 
He hastened by the blaze to place. 
Half lifeless from the bitter air. 
His load, a Boy of beauty rare. 
To Eokeby, next, he louted low, 
Then stood erect his tale to show,^ 
With wild majestic port and tone,* 
lake envoy of some barbarous throne.* 



1 CMS.— ** ShftgfT ^th MMt, Mid*BtoIn.4 wlthfov*. 
His features as his dress were wild. 
And Inhls arms be bore a child, 
inth staggering and nneqval pace 
He hastened by the blase to plaoe * 
Half lifUess firom the bitter air 
His load, a Boy of beauty rare. 
To Bokeby then, with solemn atr. 
He tam'd his errand to deolare.*^ 

* [This couplet is not in the MS.] 

* The Irish chiefs, in their intercourse with the English, and 
with each other, were wont to assnme the language and style of 
independent royalty. Morrison has preserved a summons from 
Tyrone to a neighbouring chieftain, which runs in the foUowing 
terms :— 

" O'Neale oommendeth him unto you, Morish Fitz-Thomas ; 
0*Neale requesteth you, in God*s name, to take part with him, 
and fight for your conscience and right ; and in so doing, 0*Neale 
wiU spend to sea you righted in all your affaires, and wUl help 
you. And if you come not at O'Neale betwixt this and to-morrow 
attweWeof the clocke and take his part, 0*Neaie is not beholding 
to you, and wiU doe to the uttermost of his power to OTertbrow 
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" Sir Eichard, Lord of Eokeby, hear 
Turlough O'Neale salutes thee dear ; 
He graces thee, and to thy care 
Young Redmond gives, his grandson fair. 
He bids thee breed him as thy son, 
For Turlough's days of joy are done ; 
And other lords have seized his land, 
And faint and feeble is his hand; 
And all the glory of Tyrone 
Is like a morning vapour flown. 
To bind the duty on thy soul. 
He bids thee think on Erin's bowl ! ^ 



Tou, if yon eome not to him at furthest by Satturday noone. 
From Knocke Dumayne in Calrie, the fourth of February, 1599. 

« O'Neale requesteth you to come speake with him, and 
doth g^ue you his word that you shall receiye no harme neither 
in comming nor going from him, whether you be friend or not* 
and bring with you to 0*Neale Gerat Fitzgerald. 

(Subscribed) « CNbale.** 

Nor did the royalty of O'Neale consist in words alone. Sir 
John Harrington paid him a visit at the time of his truce with 
Essex, and- after mentioning his ** fern table, and fern forms, 
spread under the stately canopy of heaven,** he notices what 
constitutes the real power of every monarch, the love, namely, 
and allegiance of his subjects. " His guards, for the most part, 
were beardless boys without sliirts ; who in the frost wade as 
familiarly through rivers as water^spaniels. With what charm 
such a master makes them love him, I know not ; but if he bid 
eome, they come ; if go, they do go ; if he say do this* they do it.* 
^Nugm Antiquas, Lond. 1784, 8vo, vol. i. p. 251. 
1 [HS.— " To UnA the churge upon thy io«i]» 
Bemember Erin's social bowl :** 
IX. M 
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If any wrong the young O'Neale, 
He bids thee think of Erin's steel. 
To Mortham first this charge was due, 
But, in his absence, honours you. — 
Now is my master's message by, 
And Ferraught will contented die." 

IX. 

His look grew fix'd, his cheek grew pale, 
He sunk when he had told his tale ; 
For, hid beneath his mantle wide, 
A mortal wound was in his side. 
Vain was all aid — ^in terror wild, 
And sorrow, scream'd the orphan Child. 
Poor Ferraught raised his wistful, eyes. 
And faintly strove to soothe his cries ; 
All reckless of his dying pain, 
He blest, and blest him o'er again!' 
And kiss'd the little hands outspread. 
And kiss'd and cross'd the infant head, 
And, in his native tongue and phrase, 
Pray'd to each saint to watch his days ; 
Then all his strength together drew. 
The charge to Rokeby to renew. 
When half was falter'd from his breast, 
And half by dying signs expressed, 
" Bless the 0*Neale !" he faintly said, 
And thus the faithful spirit fled. 
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X/ 

'Twas long ere sootliing might prevail 
Upon the Child to end the tale : 
And then he said, that from his home 
His grandsire had been forced to roam, 
Which had not been if Redmond's hand 
Had but had strength to draw the brand, 
The brand of Lenaugh More the Red, 
That hung beside the grey wolfs head. — 
'Twas from his broken phrase descried. 
His foster-father was his guide, * 



1 There was no tie more sacred among the Irish than that 
which connected the foster-father, as well as the nurse herself, 
with the child th^y brought up. 

"Foster-fathers spend much more time, money, and affection 
on their foster-chUdren than their own ; and in return take from 
them clothes, money for their several professions, and arms, and 
even for any Ticious purposes, fortunes and cattle, not so much 
by a claim of right as by extortion ; and they will even carry 
those things off as plunder. All who have been nursed by the 
same person preserve a greater mutual affection and confidence 
in each other than if they were natural brothers, whom they will 
even hate for the sake of these. When chid by their parents, 
they fly to their foster-fathers, who frequently encourage them 
to make open war on their parents, train them up to every ex- 
cess of wickedness, and make them most abandoned miscreants, 
as, on the other hand, the nurses make the young women, whom 
they bring up for every excess. If a foster-child is sick, it is 
incredible how soon the nurses hear of it, however distant, and 
with what solicitude they attend it by day and night."— (?iraWii# 
Camibrenns, quoted by Cambden, iv. 368. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



180 



BOKBBT. 



Canto IV. 



Who, in his charge, from Ulster bore 
Letters, and gifts a goodly store ; 
But ruffians met them in the wood, 
Ferraught in battle boldly stood. 
Till wounded and o'eipower'd at length, 
And stripped of all, his failing strength 
Just bore him here — ^and then the child 
Benew'd again his moaning wild. ^ 

XL 

The tear, down childhood's cheek that flows, 
Is like the dewdrop on the rose ; 
When next the summer breeze comes by. 
And waves the bush, the flower is dry. 
Won by their care, the orphan Child 
Soon on his new protector smiled. 
With dimpled cheek and eye so fair. 
Through his thick curls of flaxen hair. 
But blithest laugh'd that cheek and eye, 
When Rokeby's little Maid was nigh ; 



This cnstom, like many other Irish nsages, preraUed tiU of 
late in the Scottish Highlands, and was cherished by the chiefis 
as an easy mode of extending their inflnenoe and connexion ; 
and OTon in the Lowlands, daring the last centnry, the con- 
nexion between the nnrse and foster-child was seldom. dissolTod 
but by the death of one party. 

1 (Here follows in the MS. a stanza of sixteen lines, which 
the author subsequently dispersed through stanzas xr. and xtI^ 
port.] 
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'Twas his, with elder brother's pride, 
Matilda^s tottering steps to guide ; ^ 
His native la^s in Irish tongue, 
To soothe her infant ear he sung. 
And primrose. twined with daisy fair, 
To form a chaplet for her hair. 
By lawn, by grove, by brooklet's strand, 
The Children still were hand and hand. 
And good Sir Richard smiling eyed 
The early knot so kindly tied, 

XIL 

But summer months bring wilding shoot 
From bud to bloom, from bloom to fruit ; 
And years draw on our human span. 
From child to boy, from boy to man ; 
And soon in Rokeby's woods is seen 
A gallant boy in hunter's green. 
He loves to wake the felon boar. 
In his dark haunt on Greta's shore, 
And loves, against the deer so dun. 
To draw the shaft, or lift the gun : 
Yet more he loves, in autumn prime. 
The hazel's spreading boughs to climb, 
And down its cluster'd stores to hail. 
Where young Matilda holds her veiL 

*[MS. — *« Three years more old, *twas Redmond's pride, 
Matilda's tottering steps to guide.'*') 
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And she, whose veil receives the shower, * 

Is alter'd too, and knows her power ; 

Assumes a monitress's pride. 

Her Redmond^s dangerous sports to chide ; 

Yet listens still to hear him tell 

How the grim wild-boar* fought and fell, 

How at his fall the bugle rung. 

Till rock and greenwood answer flung ; 

Then blesses her, that man can find 

A pastime of such savage kind I ' 

XIII. 

But Redmond knew to weave his tale 

So well with praise of wood and dale. 

And knew so well each point to trace. 

Gives living interest to the chase. 

And knew so weU o'er all to throw 

His spirit's wild romantic glow. 

That, while she blamed, and while she fear'd, 

She loved each venturous tale she heard. 

Ofi;, too, when drifted snow and rain 

To bower and hall their steps restrain, 

Together thej explored the page 

Of glowing bard or gifted sage ; 



1 fMS.— •* And she on whom these treasnres shower.**] 
« [MS.— "Grim sangUep.**] 
• [MS^-^ Then bless*d himself that man can find 
A pastime of such ernel kind.**] 
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Oft, placed the evening fire beside, 

The minstrel art alternate tried, 

"While gladsome harp and lively lay 

Bade winter-night flit fast away. 

Thus from their childhood blending still 

Their sport, their study, and their skill. 

An union of the soul they prove. 

But must not think that it was love. 

But though they dared not, envious Fame 

Soon dared to give that union name ; 

And when so often, side by side. 

From year to year the pair she eyed. 

She sometimes blamed the good old Knight, 

As dull of ear and dim of sight, 

Sometimes his purpose would declare. 

That young O'Neale should wed his heir. 

XIV. 

The suit of Wilfrid rent disguise 
And bandage from the lovers* eyes ; * 
'Twas plain that Oswald, for his son. 
Had Rokeby's favour wellnigh won. 
Now must they meet with change of cheer, 
With mutual looks of shame and fear ; 
Now must Matilda stray apart. 
To school her disobedient heart : 
And Redmond now alone must rue 
The love he never can subdue. 
1 [MS.— "From their hearts and eyes.'*] 
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But factions rose, and Rokeby sware, * 
No rebel's son should wed his heir ; 
And Redmond, nurtured while a child 
In many a bard's traditions wild, 
Now sought the lonely wood or stream, 
To cherish there a happier dream. 
Of maiden won by sword or lance. 
As in the regions of romance ; 
And count the heroes of his line, ' 
Great Nial of the Pledges Nine,^ 

I [US.*^** And Bedmondt too, apart miut rue* 
The loTo he never can subdue \ 
Then came the war. and Bokeby said* 
No rebel's son should wed his maid.*] 
f heroes ) 
« IMS.-*' Thought on the j fonnders W "« ""«» 

Great Nial of the Pledges Nine» 
Thane-Dymas wild* and Oonnan-Mar, 
Who vow'd his race to wounds and war. 
And cursed all of his lineage bom. 
Who sheathed the sword to reap the corn. 
Or left the green-wood and the wold. 
To shroud himself in house or hold.**] 

* Neal NaighvaUach, or of the Nine Hostages, is said to have 
been monarch of all Ireland, daring the end of the fourth or be- 
ginning of the fifth century. He exercised a predatory warfare 
on the coast of England and of Bretagne, or Armorica ; and from 
the latter country brought off the celebrated Saint Patrick, a 
youth of sixteen, among other captives, whom he transported to 
Ireland. Neal derived his epithet from nine nations, or tribes, 
whom he held under his subjection, and from whom he took 
hostages. From one of Neal^s sons were derived the Kinel- 
eoguini or Race of Tyrone, which afforded monarchs both to 
Ireland and to Ulster* Neal (according to O'Flaherty's Ogygia) 
was killed by a poisoned arrow, in one of his descents on the 
coast of Bretagne. 
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Shane-Dymas * wild, and Geraldine, ■ 
And Connan-more, who vow^d his race 
For ever to the fight and chase, 
And cursed him of his lineage bom, 
Should sheathe the sword to reap the com, 
Or leave the mountain and the wold, 
To shroud himself in castled hold. 
From such examples hope he drew. 
And brightened as the trumpet blew. 

XV. 

If brides were won by heart and blade, 
Bedmond had both his cause to aid, 
And all beside of nurture rare 
That might beseem a baron's heir. 
Turlough O'Neale, in Erin's strife. 
On Rokeby's Lord bestow'd his life. 
And well did Rokeby's generous Knight 
Young Redmond for the deed requite. 

1 [See Appendix, Note I.] 

* The O'Neales were closely allied with this powerful and war- 
like family ; for Henry Owen O'Neale married the daughter of 
Thomas, Earl of Kildare, and their son Con-More married his 
eousin-german, a daughter of Gerald, Earl of Eildare. This 
Con-More cursed any of his posterity who should learn the 
English language, sow com, or build houses, so as to invite the 
En glish to settle in their coun try. thers ascribe this anathema 
to his son Con-Bacco. Fearflatha O'Gnive, bard to the O'Neales 
of Clannaboy, complains in the same spirit of the towers and 
ramparts with which the strangers had disfigwrtd the fair sport- 
ing fields of Erin.— See Walkeii*s IrUh Bardi, p. 140. 
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Nor was his liberal care and cost 
Upon the gallant stripling lost : 
Seek the North Riding broad and wide, 
Like Redmond none could steed bestride ; 
From Tynemouth search to Cumberland, 
Like Redmond none could wield a brand ; 
And then of humour kind and free. 
And bearing him to each degree 
With frank and fearless courtesy, 
There never youth was form'd to steal 
Upon the heart like brave 0*Neale. 

XVI. 

Sir Richard loved him as his son ; 
And when the days of peace were done, 
And to the gales of war he gave 
The banner of his sires to wave, 
Redmond, distinguished by his care, 
He chose that honoured flag to bear* 
And named his page, the next degree 
In that old time to chivalry. * 

1 Lacy informs ns, in the old play already quoted, how the 
caTalry raised by the country gentlemen for Charles's service 
were nsuaUy officered. ** You* comet, have a name that*8 pro. 
per for all comets to be called by, for they are all beardless boys 
in our army. The most part of our horse were raised thus : — '^T.e 
honest country gentleman raises the troop at hisor^' . i»'rge| 
then he gets a Low-country lieutenant to fight his troop safely; 
then he sends for his son from school to be his comet ; and then 
he puts off his child's coat to put on a buff-coat : and this if 
the constitution of our army.** 

s [See Appendix, Note K.] 
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In five pitched fields he well maintained 
The honour' d place his worth obtained, 
And high was Redmond's youthful name 
Blazed in the roll of martial fame. 
Had fortune smiled on Marston fight. 
The eve had seen him dubb'd a knight ; 
Twice, 'mid the battle's doubtful strife, 
Of Rokeby's Lord he saved the life. 
But when he saw him prisoner made, 
He kiss'd and then resigned his blade,^ 
And yielded him an easy prey 
To those who led the Knight away ; 
Resolved Matilda's sire should prove 
In prison, as in fight, his love. 

XVII. 

When lovers meet in adverse hour, 
Tis like a sun-glimpse through .a shower, 
A watery ray an instant seen 
The darkly closing clouds between. 
As Redmond on the turf reclined. 
The past and present fill'd his mind :* 
"It was not thus," AflFection said, 
"I dream'd of my return, dear maid I 



^[MS.--"HlB Talonr sared old Rok«by*B life. 
But when he saw him prisoner made 
He klss'd and then flung down his bladtt."9 

s [After this line the MS. hass— 

Sit rwin^d k«p«» imptndU^ »•«•— 
TiU •• kit «tf* tht Umr^r^p r0$«J'l 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



188 EOKEBY, Canto IV, 

Not thus, when from thy trembling hand^ 

I took the banner and the brand, 

When round me, as the bugles blew, 

Their blades three hundred warriors drew. 

And, while the standard 1 unroU'd, 

Clash'd their bright arms, with clamour bold. 

Where is that banner now? — ^its pride 

Lies 'whelm'd in Ouse's sullen tide I 

Where now these warriors ? — ^in their gore. 

They cumber Afarston's dismal moor I 

And what avails a useless brand. 

Held by a captive's shackled hand. 

That only would his life retain. 

To aid thy sire to bear his chain I" 

Thus Redmond to himself apart ; 

Nor lighter was his rival's heart ; 

For Wilfrid, while his generous soul 

Disdained to profit by control. 

By many a sign could mark too plain. 

Save with such aid, his hopes were vain. — 

But now Matilda^s accents stole 

On the dark visions of their soul. 

And bade their mournful musing fly. 

Like mist before the zephyr's sigh. 

XVIIL 

" I need not to my friends recall, 

How Mortham shunn'd my father's hall ; 
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A man of silence and of woe. 

Yet ever anxious to bestow 

On my poor self whatever could prove 

A kinsman^s confidence and love. 

My feeble aid could sometimes chase 

The clouds of sorrow for a space : 

But oftener, fix'd beyond my power,* 

I mark'd his deep despondence lower. 

One dismal cause, by all unguess'd. 

His fearM confidence confessed ; 

And twice it was my hap to see 

Examples of that agony, 

Which for a season can overstrain 

And wreck the structure of the brain. 

He had the awful power to know 

The approaching mental overthrow. 

And while his mind had courage yet 

To struggle with the dreadful fit, 

The victim writhed against its throes, ' ' 

Like wretch beneath a murderer's blows. 

This malady, I well could mark. 

Sprung from some direful cause and dark ; 

But still he kept its source concealed, 

Till arming for the civil field; 



1 [MS.—" But oftenep *twas my liap to see 
Such storms of bitter agony, 
As for the moment would o'erstraln 
And wreck the balance of the bbdn."] 

s [MS "beneath his throes.*! 
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Then in my charge he bade me hold 
A treasure huge of gems and gold, 
With this disjointed dismal seroU, 
That tells the secret of his soul, 
In such wild words as oft betray 
A mind by anguish forced astray/' 

XIX. 

HORTHAM's mSTORT. 

'^ Matilda I thou hast seen me start. 
As if a dagger thrilled my heart, 
When it has happ'd some casual phrase 
Waked memory of my former days. 
Believe, that few can backward cast 
Their thoughts with pleasure on the past ; 
But 1 1 my youth was rash and vain, * 
And blood and rage my manhood stain, 
And my grey hairs must now descend 
To my cold grave without a friend I 
Even thou, Matilda, wilt disown 
Thy kinsman, when his guilt is known. 
And must I lift the bloody veil, 
That hides my dark and fatal tale I 
I must — ^I will — Pale phantom, cease I 
Leave me one little hour in peace I 
Thus haunted, think'st thou I have skill 
Thine own commission to fulfil ? 



1 [MS.^** My youth was follys reign."] 
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Or, while thou point'st with gesture fierce, 
Thy blighted cheek, thy bloody hearse, 
How can I paint thee as thou wert, 
So fair in face, so warm in heart ! — 

XX. 

"Yes, she was fair I — Matilda, thou 
Hast a soft sadness on thy brow ; 
But hers was like the sunny glow, 
That laughs on earth and all below! 
We wedded secret — ^there was need — 
Difiering in country and in creed ; 
And when to Mortham^s tower she came, 
We mentioned not her race and name. 
Until thy sire, who fought afar, * 
Should turn him home from foreign war. 
On whose kind influence we relied 
To soothe her father's ire and pride. 
Few months we lived retired, unknown. 
To all but one dear friend alone. 
One darling friend — I spare his shame, 
I will not write the villain's name I 
My trespasses I might forget, " 
And sue in vengeance for the debt 
Due by a brother worm to me. 
Ungrateful to God's clemency, ^ 

I [MS.—" Until thy father, then afar-T 
> [MS* — " I, a poor debtor, should forget,"] 
• [MS. — "Forgetting God's own clemency.**] 
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That spared me penitential time, 
Nor cut me oflf amid my crime. — 

XXL 

" A kindly smile to all she lent, 

But on her husband's friend 'twas bent 

So kind; that from its harmless glee, * 

The wretch misconstrued villany. 

Repulsed in his presumptuous love, 

A Vengeftil snare the traitor wove. 

Alone we sat — ^the flask had flow'd, 

My blood with heat unwonted glow'd, 

When through the alley'd walk we spied 

With hurried step my Edith glide, 

Cowering beneath the verdant screen. 

As one unwilling to be seen. 

Words cannot paint the fiendish smile, 

That curVd the traitor's cheek the while ! 

Fiercely I question'd of the cause ; 

He made a cold and artfril pause, 

Then prayed it might not chafe my mood — 

' There was a gallant in the wood !'-^ 

We had been shooting at the deer ; 

My cross-bow (evil chance I) was near : 

That ready weapon of my wrath 

I caught, and, hasting up the path, * 

I [MS^« So kindly, that fh>m harmless glee.**] 
' I^MS^— " I cangbt a cross-bow that was near. 

The readiest weapon of my wrath. 

And hastening up the Greta path.*^ 
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In the yew grove my wife I found, 
A stranger's arms her neck had bound ! 
I marked his heart — ^the bow I drew — 
I loosed the shaft — ^'twas more than tnie ! 
I found my Edith's dying charms 
Lock'd in her murder'd brother's arms ! 
He came in secret to enquire 
Her state, and reconcile her sire.^ 

XXII. 

" All fled my rage — ^the villain first, 
Whose craft my jealousy had nursed : 
He sought in far and foreign clime 
To 'scape the vengeance of his crime. 
The manner of the slaughter done 
Was known to few, my guilt to none ; 
Some tale my faithful steward framed — 
I know not what — of shaft mis-aim'd ; 
And even from those the act who knew. 
He hid the hand from which it flew. 
Untouch'd by human laws I stood. 
But God had heard the cry of blood 1 
There is a blank upon my mind, 
A fearful vision ill-defined, 
Of raving till my flesh was torn, 
Of dungeon-bolts and fetters worn — 
And when I waked to woe more mild. 
And question'd of my infant child — 

^ [This couplet is not in the MS.] 
IX. N 
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(Have I not written^ that she bare 
A boy, like summer morning £Eur ?) 
With looks confused my menials tell 
That armed men in Mortham dell 
Beset the nurse's evening way, 
And bore her, with her charge, away. 
My faithless friend, and none but he. 
Could profit by his villany ; 
Him then, I sought, with purpose dread 
Of treble vengeance on his head I 
He 'scaped me — ^but my bosom's wound 
Some £etint relief from wandering found ; 
And over distant land and sea 
I bore my load of misery. 

XXIII. 
^^ 'Twas then that fate my footsteps led 
Among a daring crew and dread, ^ 
With whom ftdl oft my hated life 
I ventured in such desperate strife. 
That even my fierce associates saw 
My frantic deeds with doubt and awe. 
Much then I leam'd, and much can show, 
Of human guilt and human wo. 
Yet ne'er have, in my wanderings, known 
A wretch, whose sorrows matched my own l- 



1 [MS.— "»Twas then that &te my footsteps threw 
Among a wild and daring crew/*] 
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It chanced, that after battle fray, 

Upon the bloody field we lay ; 

The yellow moon her lustre shed 

Upon the wounded and the dead, 

While, sense in toil and wassail' drowned. 

My ruffian comrades slept around. 

There came a voice — its silver tone 

Was soft, Matilda, as thine own — 

' Ah wretch I ' it said, ' what makest thou here, 

While unavenged my bloody bier. 

While unprotected lives mine heir. 

Without a father's name and care ? ' 

XXIV. 

" I heard— obeyed — and homeward drew ; 

The fiercest of our desperate crew 

I brought at time of need to aid 

My purposed vengeance, long delayed. 

But, humble be my thanks to Heaven, 

That better hopes and thoughts has given, 

And by our Lord's dear prayer has taught 

Mercy by mercy must be bought ! — 

Let me in misery rejoice — 

I've seen his face — I've heard his voice — 

I claim'd of him my only child — 

As he disown'd the theft, he smiled I 

That very calm and callous look, 

That fiendish sneer his visage took. 
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As when he said, in scornful mood, 
* There is a gallant in the wood I ' — 
I did not slay him as he stood — 
All praise be to my Maker given I 
Long suffirance is one path to heaven *' 

XXV. 

Thus far the woful tale was heard, 
When something in the thicket stirr'd, 
Up Redmond sprung ; the villain Guy 
(For he it was that lurk'd so nigh) 
Drew back — ^he durst not cross his steel 
A moment's space with brave O'Neale, 
For all the treasured gold that rests 
In Mortham*s iron-banded chests. 
Redmond resumed his seat ; — ^he said. 
Some roe was rustling in the shade. 
Bertram laugh' d grimly, when he saw 
His timorous comrade backward draw ; 
" A trusty mate art thou, to fear 
A single arm, and aid so near ! 
Yet have I seen thee mark a deer. 
Give me thy carabine — I'll show 
An art that thou wilt gladly know, 
How thou mayst safely quell a foe." 

XXVI. 

On hands and knees fierce Bertram drew 
The spreading birch and hazels through. 
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Till he had Redmond full in view ; 

The gun he levelled — Mark like this 

Was Bertram never known to miss, 

When fair opposed to aim there sate 

An object of his mortal hate. 

That day young Redmond's death had seen, 

But twice Matilda came between 

The carabine and Redmond's breast, 

Just ere the spring his finger press'd, 

A deadly oath the ruffian swore, 

But yet his fell design forbore : 

" It ne'er," he mutter'd, " shall be said, 

That thus I scath'd thee, haughty maid I " 

Then moved to seek more open aim, 

When to his side Guy Denzil came : 

" Bertram, forbear ! — we are undone 

For ever, if thou fire the gun. 

By all the fiends, an armed force 

Descends the dell, of foot and horse ! 

We perish if they hear a shot — 

Madman I we have a safer plot — 

Nay, friend, be ruled, and bear thee back I 

Behold, down yonder hollow track. 

The warlike leader of the band 

Comes, with his broadsword in his hand." 

Bertram looked up ; he saw, he knew 

That DenziUs fears had counseird true, 

Then cursed his fortune and withdrew, 
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Threaded the woodlands imdescried^ 
And gain'd the cave on Greta side. 

XXVIL 
They whom dark Bertram^ in his wrath, 
Doomed to ca5)tivity or death, 
Their thoughts to one sad subject lent, 
Saw not nor heiurd the ambushment 
Heedless and unconcerned they sate, 
While on the very verge of fate ; 
Heedless and unconcerned remained, 
When Heaven the murderer's arm restrained ; 
As ships drift darkling down the tide. 
Nor see the shelves o*er which they glide. 
Uninterrupted thus they heard 
What Mortham's closing tale declared. 
He spoke of wealth as of a load. 
By Fortune on a wretch bestow'd, 
In bitter mockery of hate, 
His cureless woes to aggravate ; 
But yet he pray'd Matilda's care 
Might save that treasure for his heir — 
His Edith'5 son — for still he raved 
As confident his life was saved ; 
In frequent Sdsion, he averr'd, 
He saw his face, his voice he heard. 
Then argued calm — ^had murder been, 
The blood, the corpses, had been seen ; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



r 



Canto IV. ROKEBT. 199 

Some had pretended, too, to mark 
On Windermere a stranger bark, 
Whose crew, with jealous care, yet mild. 
Guarded a female and a child. 
While these faint proofs he told and press*d| 
Hope seem'd to kindle in his breast ; 
Though inconsistent, vague, and vain, 
It warp'd his judgment, and his brain.* 

XXVIII. 
These solemn words his story close r — 
" Heaven witness for me, that I chose 
My part in this sad civil fight. 
Moved by no cause but England's right. 
My country's groans have bid me draw 
My sword for gospel and for law ; — 
These righted, I fling arms aside, 
And seek my son through Europe wide. 
My wealth, on which a kinsman nigh 
Already casts a grasping eye. 
With thee may unsuspected lie. 
When of my death Matilda hears. 
Let her retain her trust three years ; 
If none, from me, the treasure claim, 
Perish'd is Mortham's race and name. 
Then let it leave her generous hand, 
And flow in bounty o'er the land ; 

1 [MS. — '* Hope, inconsistent, TagttOt and Tain, 

Soem^d on the theme to warp his brain.*^ 
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Sofiien the wounded prisoner's lot, 
Rebuild the peasant's ruined cot ; 
So spoils, acquired by fight afar, 
Shall mitigate domestic war/* 

XXIX. 

The generous youths who well had known 

Of Mortham's mind the powerful tone, 

To that high mind, by sorrow swerved, 

Gave sympathy his woes deserved;* 

But Wilfrid chief, who saw reveal'd 

Why Mortham wish'd his life conceal'd. 

In secret, doubtless, to pursue 

The schemes his wilder'd fancy drew. 

Thoughtfal he heard Matilda tell. 

That she would share her father's cell, 

His partner of captivity. 

Where'er his prisonr-house should be; 

Yet grieved to think that Rokeby-Hall, 

Dismantled, and forsook by aU, 

Open to rapine and to stealth. 

Had now no safe-guard for the wealth 

Intrusted by her kinsman kind. 

And for such noble use design'd. 

Was Barnard Castle then her choice/' 

Wilfrid enquired with hasty voice. 



1 [MS.— « To that high mind thai warpM and iwervodi 
The pity gave hii iroei deserred.**] 
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" Since there the victor's laws ordain, 

Her father must a space remain ?" 

A flutterd hope his accents shook, 

A fluttered joy was in his look. 

Matilda hastened to reply, 

For anger flashed in Redmond's eye ; — 

" Duty," she said, with gentle grace, 

" Kind Wilfrid, has no choice of place ; 

Else had I for my sire assigned 

Prison less galling to his mind. 

Than that his wild-wood haunts which sees 

And hears the murmur of the Tees, 

Recalling thus, with every glance, 

What captive's sorrow can enhance ; 

But where those woes are highest, there 

Needs Rokeby most his daughter's care." 

XXX. 

He felt the kindly check she gave, 

And stood abash'd — ^then answer'd grave : — 

" I sought thy purpose, noble maid. 

Thy doubts to clear, thy schemes to aid. 

I have beneath mine own command. 

So wills my sire, a gallant band. 

And well could send some horseman wight 

To bear the treasure forth by night, 

And so bestow it as you deem 

In these ill days may safest seem." — 
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« Thanks, gentle Wilfrid, thanks,** she said : 

" 0, be it not one day delay'd ! 

And, more thy sister-friend to aid. 

Be fliou thyself content to hold, 

In thine own keeping, Mortham's gold. 

Safest with thee." — ^While thus she spoke, 

Arm'd soldiers on their converse broke. 

The same of whose approach afraid. 

The ruffians left their ambuscade. 

Their chief to Wilfrid bended low. 

Then look'd around as for a foe. 

" What mean'st thou, friend,'' young Wycliflfe said 

" Why thus in arms beset the glade ?" — 

" That would I gladly learn from you ; 

For up my squadron as I drew, 

7o exercise our martial game 

Upon the moor of Baminghame,^ 

A stranger told you were waylaid. 

Surrounded, and to death betray'd. 

He had a leader's voice, I ween, 

A falcon glance, a warrior's mien. 

He bade me bring you instant aid ; 

I doubted not, and I obey'd." 

XXXL 

Wilfrid changed colour, and, amazed, 
Tum'd short, and on the speaks gazed ; 

^ [MS*-**' In martial exercise to more 
Upon the open moor abore.**] 
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While Redmond every thicket round 
Track'd earnest as a questing hound, 
And Denzil*s carabine he found ; 
Sure evidence, by which they knew 
The warning was as kind as true.^ 
Wisest it seem'd, with cautious speed 
To leave the dell. It was agreed. 
That Redmond, with Matilda fair. 
And fitting guard, should home repair ;* 
At nightfall Wilfrid should attend. 
With a strong band, his sister-friend, 
To bear with her from Rokeby's bowers 
To Barnard Castle's lofty towers. 
Secret and safe the banded chests, 
In which the wealth of Mortham rests. 
This hasty purpose fix'd, they part, 
Each with a grieved and anxious heart. 

^ [MS^** And they the gun of Denzil find ; 
A witness sure to eTery mind 
The warning was as true as kind.*'] 

I [MS. **It was agreed, 

That Redmond, with Matilda fair, 
Should straight to Rokeby Hall repair. 
And, foes so near tl^em, known so late, 
A guard should tend her to the gate***] 
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1 



L 

The sultry summer day is done, 
The western hills have hid the sun, 
But mountain peak and village spire 
Retain reflection of his fire. 
Old Barnard's towers are purple still, 
To those that gaze from Toller-hill ; 
Distant and high the tower of Bowes 
Like steel upon the anvil glows ; 
And Stanmore's ridge, behind that lay, 
Rich with the spoils of parting day, 
In crimson and in gold array'd, 
Streaks yet a while the closing shade, 
Then slow resigns to darkening heaven 
The tints which brighter hours had given, 
Thus aged men, full loth and slow. 
The vanities of life forego, 
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And count their youthful follies o'er, 
Till Memory lends her light no more."^ 

II. 
The eve, that slow on upland fades, 
Has darker closed on Rokeby's glades, 
Where, sunk within their banks profound, 
Her guardian streams to meeting wound. 
The stately oaks, whose sombre frown 
Of noontide made a twilight brown. 
Impervious now to fainter light, 
Of twilight make an early night.* 
Hoarse into middle air arose 
The vespers of the roosting crows. 
And with congenial murmurs seem 
To wake the Genii of the stream ; 
For louder clamour'd Greta's tide, 
And Tees in deeper voice replied, 
And fitful waked the evening wind, 
Fitful in sighs its breath resigned.' 
Wilfrid, whose fancy-nurtured soul 
Felt in the scene a soft control. 



A [" The fifth canto opens with an evening-scene, of its ae- 
cnstoxned beanty when deUneated by Mr Scott. The monntain 
fading in the twilight, is nobly imagined.***— 3f<>nt&/y Bwkw^ 

9 [M.S. " a duksome night.- 

3 CMS.-** By fits awaked the erenlng wind, 
Br fits In aighs Ita breath resigned.*' 
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With Kghter footstep pressed the ground, 
And often paused to look around ; 
And, though his path was to his love, 
Could not but linger in the grove, 
To drink the thrilling interest dear, 
Of awful pleasure checked by fear. 
Such inconsistent moods have we, 
Even when our passions strike the key. 

III. 

Now, through the wood's dark mazes past, 
The opening lawn he reach'd at last. 
Where, silver'd by the moonlight ray, 
The ancient Hall before him lay. ^ 
Those martial terrors long were fled. 
That frown'd of old around its head : 
The battlements, the turrets grey, 
Seem'd half abandoned to decay ; ■ 
On barbican and keep of stone 
Stem Time the foeman's work had done. 
Where banners the invader braved, 
The harebell now and wallflower waved ; 



1 [MS.—** Old Rokebys towen before him hj»**] 
3 The ancient castle of Rokeby stood exactly upon the site of 
the present mansion, by which a part of its walls is enclosed. It 
is surrounded by a profusion of fine wood, and the park in which 
it stands is adorned by the junction of the Greta and of the Tees. 
The title of Baron Rokeby of Armagh was, in 1777, conferred on 
the Right Rererend Richard Robinson, Primate of Ireland, de 
scended of the Robinsons, formerly of Rokeby, in Yorkshire. 
IX. O 
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In the rude guard-room, where of yore 
Their weary hours the warders wore, 
Now, while the cheerful fagots blaze, 
On the paved floor the spindle plays ; ^ 
The flanking guns dismounted lie. 
The moat is ruinous and dry, ■ 
The grim portcullis gone — ^and all 
The fortress turned to peaceful HalL 

IV. 

But y6t precautions, lately ta'en, * 
Show'd danger's day revived again ; 
The court-yard wall show'd marks of care, 
The fall*n defences to repair. 
Lending such strength as might withstand 
The insult of marauding band. 

1 [MS. — ** The weary night the warders wore. 
Now by the fagot's gladsome Ught, 
The maidens plied the spindle's sleight.**] 

'[MS.—** The beams had long forgot to bear 
The trembling drawbridge into air ; 
The huge portcnllis gone,** &c] 

» IMS.—" Bnt yet precaution show'd, and fear, 
That dread of evil times was here ; 
There were late marks of jealous ) ^^.^ 
For there were recent marks of > * 
The fall'n defences to repair; 
And not, till qnestion'd o'er and o*er. 

For Wilfrid oped the { »*«^^«^ I door, 
t jealous ) 

And, on his entry, bolt and bar 

Resumed their place with sullen jar.*] 
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The beams once more were taught to bear 
The trembling drawbridge into air, 
And not, till question'd o'er and o*er, 
For Wilfrid oped the jealous door, 
And when he entered, bolt and bar 
Eesumed their place with sullen jar ; 
Then, as he cross' d the vaulted porch, 
The old grey porter raised his torch. 
And view'd him o'er, from foot to head. 
Ere to the hall his steps he led. 
That huge old hall, of nightly state, 
Dismantled seem'd and desolate. 
The moon through transom -shafts of stone, 
Which cross'd the latticed oriels, shone, 
And by the mournful light she gave. 
The Gothic vault seem'd funeral cave. 
Pennon and banner waved no more 
O'er beams of stag and tusks of boar. 
Nor glimmering arms were marshall'd secDj 
To glance those silvan spoils between. 
Those arms, those ensigns, borne away. 
Accomplished Rokeby's brave array. 
But all were lost on Marston's day ! 
Yet here and there the moonbeams fall 
Where armour yet adorns the wall. 
Cumbrous of size, uncouth to sight. 
And useless in the modem fight 1 
Like veteran relic of the wars. 
Known only by neglected scars. 
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Matilda soon to greet him came, 
And bade them light the evening flame ; 
Said, all for parting was prepared, 
And tarried but for Wilfrid's guard. 
But then, reluctant to unfold ^ 
His father's avarice of gold. 
He hinted, that lest jealous eye 
Should on their precious burden pry, 
He judged it best the castle gate 
To enter when the night wore late ; 
And therefore he had left command 
With those he trusted of his band. 
That they should be at Rokeby met, 
What time the midnight-watch was set. 
Now Redmond came, whose anxious care 
Till then was busied to prepare 
All needful, meetly to arrange 
The mansion for its mournful change. 
With Wilfrid's care and kindness pleased, 
His cold unready hand he seized. 
And press'd it, till his kindly strain 
The gentle youth returned again. 
Seem'd as between them this was said, 
" A while let jealousy be dead ; 



^ [MS<— ^ ConfusM he stood* as loath to say 

What might his sire*s base mood displaji 
Then hinted, lest some curions eye.*'] 
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And let our contest be, whose care 
Shall best assist this helpless fair/' 

VI. 

There was no speech the truce to bind, 
It was a compact of the mind, 
A generous thought, at once impressed 
On either rival's generous breast. 
Matilda well the secret took. 
From sudden change of mien and look ; 
And — for not small had been her fear 
Of jealous ire and danger near — 
Felt, even in her dejected state, 
A joy beyond the reach of fate. 
They closed beside the chimney's blaze, 
And talk'd, and hoped for happier days, 
And lent their spirits' rising glow 
A while to gild impending woe ; — 
High privilege of youthful time. 
Worth all the pleasures of our prime ! 
The bickering fagot sparkled bright, 
And gave the scene of love to sight. 
Bade Wilfrid's cheek more lively glow, 
Play'd on Matilda's neck of snow. 
Her nut-brown curls and forehead high. 
And laugh'd in Redmond's azure eye. 
Two lovers by the maiden sate, 
Without a glance of jealous hate; 
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The maid her lovers sat between, 

With open brow and equal mien ; — 

It is a sight but rarely spied, 

Thanks to man's wrath and woman's pride. 

VII. 

While thus in peaceful guise they sate, 
A knock alarm'd the outer gate, 
And ere the tardy porter stirr'd, 
The tinkHng of a harp was heard. 
A manly voice of mellow swell, 
Bore burden to the music welL 

<Song. 
^^ Summer eve is gone and past, 
Summer dew is falling fast ; 
I have wandered all the day, 
Do not bid me farther stray ! 
Gentle hearts, of gentle kin, 
Take the wandering harper in l" 

But the stem porter answer gave. 

With " Get thee hence, thou strolling knave 1 

The king wants soldiers 5 war, I trow, 

Were meeter trade for such as thou." 

At this unkind reproof, again 

Answer'd the ready Minstrel's strain. 
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" Bid not me, in battle-field, 
Buckler lift, or broadsword wield I 
All my strength and all my art 
Is to toucb the gentle heart * 
With the wizard notes that ring 
From the peaceful minstrel-string.'* — 

The porter, all unmoved, replied, — 
" Depart in peace, with Heaven to guide ; 
If longer by the gate thou dwell. 
Trust me, thou shall not part so well." 

VIIL 

With somewhat of appealing look, 
The harper's part young Wilfrid took : 
" These notes so wild and ready thrill. 
They shew no vulgar minstrel's skill ; 
Hard were his task to seek a home 
More distant, since the night is come ; 
And for his faith I dare engage — 
Tour Harpool's blood is sour'd by age ; 
His gate, once readily displayed, 
To greet the Mend, the poor to aid, 
Now even to me, though known of old. 
Did but reluctantly unfold." — 

» [MS. — " O, bid not me bear sword and shield. 
Or struggle to the bloody field. 
For gentler art this hand was made.**] 
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" blame not, as poor Harpoors crime, 

An evil of this evil time. 

He deems dependent on liis care 

The safety of his patton's heir, 

Nor judges meet to ope the tower 

To guest unknown at parting hour/ 

Urging his duty to excess 

Of rough and stubborn faithfulness. 

For this poor harper, I would fain 

He may relax : — Hark to his strain I" — 

IX. 

" I have song of war for knight. 
Lay of love for lady bright. 
Fairy tale to lull the heir, 
Goblin grim the maids to scare. 
Dark the night, and long till day. 
Do not bid me farther stray ! 

" Rokeby's lords of martial feme, 
I can count them name by name f 
Legends of their line there be. 
Known to few, but known to me 5 
J£ you honour Rokeby's kin. 
Take the wandering harper in ! 

> [KB.—" To Tagmiti at onr parting honr.f) 
« [See Appendix, Note L.] 
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'^ Rokeby's lords had fiftir regard 
For the harp, and for the bard ; 
Baron's race throve never well, 
Where the curse of minstrel felL 
If you love that noble kin, 
Take the weary harper in !" — 

" Hark I Harpool parleys — ^there is hope," 
Said Redmond, " that the gate will ope."— 
— " For all thy brag and boast, I trow. 
Nought know'st thou of the Felon Sow," * 
Quodi Harpool, '^ nor how Greta-side 
She roamed, and Rokeby forest wide ; 
Nor how Ralph Rokeby gave the beast 
To Richmond's friars to make a feast 
Of Gilbert Griffinson the tale 
Goes, and of gallant Peter Dale, 
That weU could strike with sword amain, 
And of the valiant son of Spain, 
Friar Middleton, and blithe Sir Ralph ; 
There were a jest to make us laugh ! 
£f thou canst tell it, in yon shed 
Thou'st won thy supper and thy bed." 

X. 

Matilda smiled ; " Cold hope," said she^ 
** From HarpooFs love of minstrelsy I 

1 See Appendix, Note M.] 
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But, for this harper, may we dare, 
fiedmond, to mend his couch and fare ?'* — 
— " 0, ask me not ! — ^At minstrel-string 
My heart from infancy would spring ; 
Nor can I hear its simplest strain, 
But it brings Erin's dream again, 
When placed by Owen Lysagh's knee, 
(The Filea of O'Neale was he,^ 
A blind and bearded man, whose eld 
Was sacred as a prophet's held,) 
iVe seen a ring of rugged kerne. 
With aspects shaggy, wild, and stem, 
Enchanted by the master's lay. 
Linger around the livelong day. 
Shift from wild rage to wilder glee. 
To love, to grief, to ecstasy," 
And feel each varied change of soul 
Obedient to the bard's control. — 
Ah, Clandeboy ! thy friendly floor 
Slieve-Donard's oak shall light no more 5 
Nor Owen's harp, beside the blaze,. 
Tell maiden's love, or hero's praise ! 
The mantling brambles hide thy hearth, 
Centre of hospitable mirth ; 



» [See Appendix, Note N.] 

2 [MS. « to sympathy/^ 

> [See Appendix, Note O.] 
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All undistingoiBli'd in the glade. 
My sires' glad home is prostrate laid. 
Their vassals wander wide and far, 
Serve foreign lords in distant war, 
And now the stranger's sons enjoy 
The lovely woods of Clandeboyl" 
He spoke, and proudly tuin'd aside. 
The starting tear to dry and hide. 

XL 

Matilda's dark and soften'd eye 

Was glistening ere O'Neale's was dry. 

Her hand upon his arm she laid, — 

" It is the will of heaven," she said. 

*' And think'st thou, Redmond, I can part 

From this loved home with lightsome heart. 

Leaving to wild neglect whatever 

Even from my infancy was dear ? 

For in this calm domestic bound 

Were all Matilda's pleasures found. 

That hearth, my sire was wont to grace. 

Full soon may be a stranger's place ;^ 

This hall, in which a child I play'd, 

Like thine, dear Redmond, lowly laid, 

The bramble and the thorn may braid ; 



1 [MS.-<* That hearth, my father^s honour*!! place, 
Full soon may see a stranfl^ex'f face.'*) 
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Or, pass'd for aye firom me and mine, 

It ne'er may shelter Rokeby's line. 

Yet is this consolation given, 

My Redmond, — 'tis the will of heaven.*' 

Her word, her action, and her phrase. 

Were kindly as in early days ; 

For cold reserve had lost its power. 

In sorrow's sympathetic hour. 

Yonng Redmond dared not trust his voice ; 

But rather had it been his choice 

To share that melancholy hour. 

Than, arm'd with all a chieftain's power,^ 

In full possession to enjoy 

Slieve-Donard wide, and Clandeboy. 

XII. 
The blood left Wilfrid's ashen cheek ; 
Matilda sees, and hastes to speak. — 
" Happy ill friendship's ready nid. 
Let all my murmurs here be staid 1 
And Rokeby's Maiden will not part 
From Rokeby's hall with moody heart 
This night at least, for Rokeby's fame, 
The hospitable hearth shall flame. 
And, ere its native heir retire. 
Find for the wanderer rest and fire, 

1 [MS. ** TanisVf power."! 
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While this poor harper by the blaze, ^ 
Recounts the tale of other days. 
Bid Harpool ope the door with speed, 
Admit him, and relieve each need. — 
Meantime, kind Wyclife, wilt thou try 
Thy minstrel skill ? — ^Nay, no reply — ^ 
And look not sad I — I guess thy thought. 
Thy verse with laurels would be bought ; 
And poor Matilda, landless now, 
Has not a garland for thy brow. 
True, I must leave sweet Rokeby's glades, 
Nor wander more in Greta's shades ; 
But sure, no rigid jailer, thou 
Wilt a short prison walk allow, 
Where summer flowers grow wild at will, 
On Marwood-chase and Toller Hill ;• 
Then holly green and lily gay 
Shall twine in guerdon of thy lay."* 
The mournful youth, a space aside, 
To tune Matilda's harp applied ; 



*[MS.— " Hod for the needy room and fire. 

And this poor wanderer by the blaze.^ 
s [MS. *' what thinktt thon 

Of yonder harp f-Nay, clear thy brow.»l 

9 Marwood-chase is the old park extending along the Durham 
side of the Tees, attached to Barnard Castle. Toller Hill is an 
eminence on the Yorkshire side of the river, commanding a su- 
perb view of the mins. 

« mfi.-f* Where rose and lily I wiU twine 
In gaerdon of a songr of thine.**] 
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And then a low sad descant rung. 
As prelude to the lay he snng. 

XIII. 

0, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress tree ! 
To lively glow the lilies light, 
The vamish'd holly's all too bright, 
The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brow less sad than mine ; 
But, Lady, weave no wreath for me, 
Or weave it of the cypress-tree ! 

Let dimpled Mirth his temples twme 
With tendrils of the laughing vine ; 

1 [** Mr Scott has imparted a delicacy (we mean in the colour- 
ing* for of the design we cannot approTe)» a sweetness and a 
melancholy smile to this parting picture, that really enchant ns* 
Poor Wilfrid is sadly discomfited by the last instance of encou- 
ragement to Redmond ; and Matilda endeavours to cheer him by 
requesting, in the prettiest, and yet in the most touching man- 
ner, • Kind Wycliflfe," to try his minstrelsy. We wUl hear just ask 
Mr Scott, whether this would not be actual infernal and intoler- 
able torture to a man who had any soul ? Why, then, make his 
heroine even the unwilling cause of such misery ? Matilda had 
talked of twining a wreath for her poet of holly green and lily 
gay, and he signs, broken-hearted* 'The Cypress Wreath.* We 
have, however, inserted this at one of the best of Mr Scott*8 
tongBj"— Monthly JReview,'] 
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The manly oak, the pensive yew. 
To patriot and to sage be due ; 
The myrtle bongh bids lovers live, 
But that Matilda will not give ; 
Then, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress-tree I 

Let merry England proudly rear 
Her blended roses, bought so dear ; 
Let Albin bind her bonnet blue 
With heath and harebell dipped in dew ; 
On favoured Erin^s crest be seen 
The flower she loves of emerald green — 
But, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress-tree. 

Strike the wild harp, while maids prepare 
The ivy meet for minstreFs hair; 
And, while his crown of laurel-leaves. 
With bloody hand the victor weaves. 
Let the loud trump his triumph tell ; 
But when you hear the passing bell. 
Then, Lady, twine a wreath for me. 
And twine it of the cypress-tree. 

Yes ! twine for me the cypress bough ; 
But, Matilda, twine not now ! 
Stay till a few brief months are past. 
And I have looked and loved my last I 
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When villagers my shroud bestrew 
With panzies, rosemary, and rue, — 
Then, Lady, weave a wreath for me, 
And weave it of the cypress-tree. 

XIV. 

O'Neale observed the starting tear, 
And spoke with kind and blithesome cheer 
" No, noble Wilfrid I ere the day 
When mourns the land thy silent lay, 
Shall many a wreath be freely wove 
By hand of friendship and of love. 
I would not wish that rigid Fate 
Had doom'd thee to a captive's state. 
Whose hands are bound by honour's law, 
Who wears a sword he must not draw 5 
But were it so, in minstrel pride 
The land together would we ride, 
On prancing steeds, like harpers old, 
' Bound for the halls of barons bold. 



J [MS*— •' I would not wish thee | ^^ \ degree 

So lost to hope as falls to me ; 

But [ y r* *^^^ "^^^' } in minstrel pride 
tifthoTiwert, ' '^ 

The land we'd trayerse side by side. 
On prancing steeds, Uke minstrels old, 
Bonnd for J j^^^^ of barons bold.-] 

That sought the ' 
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Each lover of the lyre we'd seek, 
From Michael's Mount to Skiddaw's Peak, 
Survey wild Albinos mountain strand, 
And roam green Erin's lovely land. 
While thou the gentler souls should move. 
With lay of pity and of love, 
And I, thy mate, in rougher strain. 
Would sing of war and warriors slain. 
Old England's bards were vanquish'd then. 
And Scotland's vaunted Hawthomden,* 
And, silenced on lemian shore, 
M^Curtin's harp should charm no more !" ** 

1 Drummond of Hawtliorden was in the zenith of his repnta- 
tion as a poet daring the Civil Wars. He died in 1649. 

» " MacCurtin, hereditary Ollamh of North Mnnster, and Filea 
to Donough, Earle of Thomond, and President of Munster. This 
nobleman was amongst those who were prevailed upon to join Eli- 
zabeth's forces* Soon as it was known that he had basely aban- 
doned the interests of his country, MacCurtin presented an adula- 
tory poem to MacCarthy, chief of South Munster, and of the 
Eugenian line, who, with O'Neil, O'Donnel, Lacy, and others, 
were deeply engaged in protecting their violated country. In this 
poem he dwells with rapture on the courage and patriotism of 
MacCarthy, but the verse that should (according to an esta- 
blished law of the order of the bards) be introduced in the praise 
of O'Brien, he turns into severe satire ; — ' How am I afflicted 
(says he) that the descendant of the great Brion Boiromh cannot 
furnish me with a theme worthy the honour and glory of his ez 
alted race !' Lord Thomond, hearing this, vowed vengeance on 
the spirited bard, who fled for refuge to the county of Cork. One 
day, observing the exasperated nobleman and his equipage at a 
IX. P 
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In lively mood he spoke, to wile 
From Wilfrid's wo-wom cheek a smile. 

XV. 

" But," said Matilda, " ere thy name, 

Grood Redmond, gain its destined fame, 

Say, wilt thou kindly deign to call 

Thy brother-minstrel to the hall ? 

Bid all the household, too, attend, 

Each in his rank a humble friend ; 

I know their faithftil hearts will grieve, 

When their poor Mistress takes her leave ; 

So let the horn and beaker flow 

To mitigate their parting woe." 

The harper came ; — in youth's first prime 

Himself ; in mode of olden time 

small distance, he thought it was in yain to fly, and pretended 
to be suddenly seized with the pangs of death; directing bis wife 
to lament oyer him, and tell his lordship, that the sight of bim. 
by awkening the sense of his ingratitude, had so much affected 
him that he could not support it ; and desired her at the same 
time to tell his lordship, that he entreated, as a dying request, his 
forgiyeness. Soon as Lord Thomond arriyed, the feigned tale 
was related to him. That nobleman was moyed to compassion* 
and not only declared that he most heartily forgaye him, but^ 
opening his purse, presented the fair mourner with some pieces 
to inter him. This instance of his lordship's pity and generosity 
gaye courage to the trembling bard ; who, suddenly springing up, 
recited an extemporaneous ode in praise of Donough, and, r^ 
entering into his seryice, became once more his {ayourite.**— 
Walker's Memoir$ of the IrUh Bards, Lond. 1786. 4to, p. 14L 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Canto V. BOKEBT. 227 

His garb was fashioned, to express 
The ancient English minstrel's dress,^ 
A seemly gown of Kendal green, 
With gorget closed of silver sheen ; 
His harp in silken scarf was slung, 
And by his side an anlace hung. 
It seemed some masquer's quaint array. 
For revel or for holiday. 

XVI. 

He made obeisance with a &ee 
Yet studied air of courtesy. 
Each look and accent, framed to please, 
Seem'd to afifect a playful ease ; 
His face was of that doubtful kind, 
That wins the eye, but not the mind ; 
Yet harsh it seem'd to deem amiss 
Of brow so young and smooth as this. 
His was the subtle look and sly, 
That, spying all, seems not to spy ; 
Round all the group his glances stole, 
Unmark'd themselves, to mark the whole. 

1 Among the entertainments presented to Elizabeth at EenU- 
worth Gastle, was the introduction of a person designed to repre- 
sent a traTellingminstrel, who entertained her with a solemn story 
out of the Acts of King Arthur. Of this person's dress and 
appearance Mr Laneham has given us a Tery accurate account, 
transferred by Bishop Percy to the preUminary Dissertation on 
Minstrels, prefixed to his JteUques of Ancient Poetry, toL L 
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Yet sunk beneath Matilda's look, 
Nor could the eye of Redmond brook.^ 
To the suspicious, or the old, 
Subtile and dangerous and bold 
Had seem'd this self-invited guest ; 
But young our lovers, — and the rest 
Wrapt in their sorrow and their fear 
At parting of their Mistress dear, 
Tear-blinded to the Castle-hall,* 
Came as to bear her funeral palL 

XVII. 
All that expression base was gone, 
When waked the guest his minstrel tone ; 
It fled at inspiration's call, 
As erst the demon fled from Saul.* 
More noble glance he cast around, 
More free-drawn breath inspired the sound, 



> [MS.— ^ Nor could keen Bedmoad't Mpect brook.**] 
s CMS.-" Came blindfold to the Oftstle-haU, 
As lftobearherAmena9aU.'*J 

s ['*Bat the Spirit of the Lord departed from Saul, and an 
eyU spirit from the Lord troubled him. 

** And Saul said nnto his serrants, FroTido me now a man 
that can play well, and bring him to me. And it came to pass, 
when the wil spirit from God was npon Saul, that Dayid took 
an harp, «nd played with his hand : So Sanl was refreshed, and 
was well, and the eyil spirit departed from him.*' — 1 Samubl» 
chap. xtL 14, 17, 23.1 
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His pulse beat bolder and more high, 
In all the pride of minstielsy! 
Alas I too soon that pride was o^er, 
Sunk with the lay that bade it soar I 
His soul resumed, with habit's chain, 
Its vices wild and follies vain, 
And gave the talent, with him bom, 
To be a common curse and scorn. 
Such was the youth whom Rokeby's Maid, 
With condescendmg kindness, pray'd 
Here to renew the strains she loved, 
At distance heard and well approved. 

XVIII. 
(Song. 

THE HARP. 

I was a wild and wayward boy. 

My childhood scorned each childish toy ; 

Retired from all, reserved and coy. 

To musing prone, 
I woo'd my solitary joy 

My Harp alone. 

My youth, with bold Ambition's mood. 
Despised the humble stream and wood, 
Where my poor father's cottage stood, 

To fame unknown ; 
What should my soaring views make good ? 

My harp alone ! 
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Love came with all his frantic fire, 
And wild romance of vain desire :^ 
The baron's daughter heard my lyre, 

And praised the tone ; — 
What conld presumptuous hope inspire ? 

My Harp alone I 

At manhood's touch the bubble burst. 
And manhood's pride the vision curst^ 
And all that had my folly nursed 

Love's sway to own ; 
Yet spared the spell that lull'd me first. 

My Harp alone ! 

Wo came with war, and want with wo ; 
And it was mine to undergo 
Each outrage of the rebel foe : — * 

Can aught atone 
My fields laid waste, my cot laid low? 

My Harp alone I 

Ambition's dreams I've seen depart. 
Have rued of penury the smart. 
Have felt of love the venom'd dart. 
When hope was flown ; 

1 [MS«— « LoTo came, with all hig ardent fire. 
His frantic dream, his wild desire.**] 

S [MS.— "Anddoom'd at once to undergo, 
Each Taried ontrage of the foe.**j 
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Yet rests one solace to my heart, — 
My Harp alone I 

Then over mountain, moor, and hill, 
My faithful Harp, 111 bear thee still ; 
And when this life of want and ill 

Is wellnigh gone, 
Thy strings niine elegy shall thrill, 

My Harp alone I 

XIX, 

'^ A pleasing lay !'' Matilda said ; 

But Harpool shook his old grey head, 

And took his baton and his torch. 

To seek his guard-room in the porch. 

Edmund observed — ^with sudden change, 

Among the strings his fingers range. 

Until they waked a bolder glee 

Of military melody : 

Then paused amid the martial sound, 

And look'd with well-feigned fear around ;— ' 

" None to this noble house belong," 

He said, " that would a Minstrel wrong. 

Whose fate has been, through good and ill, 

To love his Royal Master still ; 

And, with your honour'd leave, would fain 

Bejoice you with a loyal strain." 

1 [MS.^* And looking timidly aronnd."] . 
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Then, as assured by sign and look, 
The warlike tone again he took ; 
And Harpool stopped, and tum'd to hear 
A ditty of the Cavalier. 

XX. 

Soup. 

THE GAVALIEB. 

While the dawn on the mountain was misty and gray, 
My true love has mounted his steed and away. 
Over hill, over valley, o'er dale, and o'er down ; 
Heaven shield the brave Gallant that fights for the 
Crown! 

He has dofifd the silk doublet the breast-plate to bear, 
He has placed the steel-cap o'er his long flowing hair. 
From his belt to his stirrup his broadsword hangs 

down, — 
Heaven shield the brave Gallant that fights for the 

Crown I 

For the rights of fair England that broadsword he 

draws, 
Her King is his leader, her Church is his cause ; 
His watchword is honour, his pay is renown, — 
God strike with the Gallant that strikes for the Crown! 

They may boast of their Fairfax, their Waller, and all 
The roundheaded rebels of Westminster Hall ; 
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But tell these bold traitors of London's proud town, 
That the spears of the North have encircled the Crown.* 

There 's Derby and Cavendish, dread of their foes ; 
There's Erin's highOrmond, and Scotland's Montrose! 
Would you match the base Skippon, and Massey, and 

Brown, 
With the Barons of England, that fight for the Crown? 

Now joy to the crest of the brave Cavalier I 
Be his banner unconquer'd, resistless his spear, 
Till in peace and in triumph his toils he may drown. 
In a pledge to fair England, her Church, and her 
Crown.* 

XXI. 

"Alas!" Matilda said, "that strain. 
Good harper, now is heard in vain ! 
The time has been, at such a sound. 
When Rokeby's vassals gather'd round, 
An hundred manly hearts would bound ; 
But now, the stirring verse we hear. 
Like trump in dying soldier's ear I * 

» OfS. " of prond London town. 

That the North has brave nobles to fight for the Crown."] 

3 [In the MS. the last quatrain of this song is, 

" If they boast that fair Reading by treachery fell, 
Of Stratton and Lansdoune the Cornish can tell. 
And the North tell of Braham and Adderton Down, 
Where God bless'd the brave gallants who fought for the Orowo.** 
S [MS.-^ Bat now it sinks upon the ear. 
Like dirge beside a hero's bier/*] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



234 BOEEBT. Canto F. 

listless and sad the notes we own, 
The power to answer them is flown. 
Yet not without his meet applause 
Be he that sings the rightful cause, 
Even when the crisis of its fate 
To human eye seems desperate. 
While Rokehy's Heir such power retains, 
Let this slight guerdon pay thy pains : — 
And, lend thy harp ; I fain would try, 
K my poor skill can ought supply. 
Ere yet I leave my fathers' hall. 
To mourn the cause in which we falL" 

XXII. 
The harper, with a downcast look. 
And trembling hand, her bounty took. — 
As yet, the conscious pride of art 
Had steel'd him in his treacherous part ; 
A powerful spring, offeree unguess'd, 
That hath each gentler mood suppressed, 
And reign'd in many a human breast ; 
From his that plans the red campaign. 
To his that wastes the woodland reign. 
The failing wing, the blood-shot eye, — ^ 
The sportsman marks with apathy. 
Each feeling of his victim's ill 
Drown'd in his own successful skill. 

t [MS,—** Marking, with sportiye cruelty. 

The failing wing, the blood-shot eye.**] 
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The veteran, too, who now no more 
Aspires to head the battle's roar,^ 
Loves still the triumph of his art, 
And traces on the pencill'd chart 
Some stem invader's destined way, 
Through blood and ruin, to his prey ; 
Patriots to death, and towns to flame, 
He dooms, to raise another's name. 
And shares the guilt, though not the fame. 
What pays him for his span of time 
Spent in premeditating crime ? 
What against pity arms his heart ? — 
It is the conscious pride of art.' 

XXIIL 

But principles in Edmund's mind 
Were baseless, vague, and undefined. 
His soul, like bark with rudder lost. 
On Passion's changeful tide was tost ; 
Nor Vice nor Virtue had the power 
Beyond the impression of the hour ; 
And, 1 when passion rules, how rare 
The hours that fall to Virtue's share 1 

^ CliS.— " The retenn ehlef whose broken age, 
Ko more can lead the tattler rage."l 

3 [** Sorely no poet has eyer paid a finer tribnte to the power 
of his art, than in the foregoing description of its effects on the 
mind of this unhappy boy! and none has eyer more justly ap- 
preciated the worthlessnesB of the sublimest genius, unrestrain- 
ed by reason, and abandoned by yirtue.**— CHfiica/ BevUw.'l 
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Yet now she roused her — for the pride, 
That lack of sterner guilt supplied, 
Could scarce support him when arose 
The lay that moum'd Matilda's woes. 

THE FAREWELL. 

The sound of Rokeby's woods I hear. 

They mingle with the song : 
' Dark Greta's voioe is in mine ear, 

I must not hear them long. 
From every loved and native haunt 

The native Heir must stray. 
And, like a ghost whom sunbeams daunt, 

Must part before the day. 

Soon from the halls my fathers rear'd, 

Their scutcheons may descend, 
A line so long beloved and feared 

May soon obscurely end. 
No longer here Matilda's tone 

Shall bid those echoes swell ; 
Yet shall they hear her proudly own 

The cause in which we fell. 

The Lady paused, and then again 
Resumed the lay in loftier strain.^ 

1 [This couplet is not in the MS.1 
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XXIV. 

Let our halls and towers decay, 

Be our name and line forgot, 
Lands and manors pass away, — 

We but share our Monarch's lot. 
If no more our annals shew 

Battles won and banners taken, 
Still in death, defeat, and wo. 

Ours be loyalty unshaken I 



Constant still in danger's hour, 

Princes own'd our fathers' aid ; 
Lands and honours, wealth and power," 

Well their loyalty repaid. 
Perish wealth, and power, and pride 1 

Mortal boons by mortals given ; 
But let Constancy abide. 

Constancy's the gift of Heaven. 



XXV. 

While thus Matilda's lay was heard, 
A thousand thoughts in Edmund stirr'd. 
In peasant life he might have known 
As fair a face, as sweet a tone ; 
But village notes could ne'er supply 
That rich and varied melody ; 

» [MS.— "Knightly titles, wealth and power."] 
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And ne'er in cottage-maid was seen 

The easy dignity of mien, 

Claiming respect, yet waiving state, 

That marks the daughters of the great 

Yet not, perchance, had these alone 

His scheme of purposed guilt overthrown ; 

But while her energy of mind 

Superior rose to griefs combined. 

Lending its kindling to her eye, 

Giving her form new majesty, — 

To Edmund's thought Matilda seem'd 

The very object he had dream'd ; 

When, long ere guilt his soul had known, 

In Winston bowers he mused alone, 

Taxing his fancy to combine 

The face, the air, the voice divine, 

Of princess fair, by cruel fate 

Reft of her honours, power, and state,* 

Till to her rightful realm restored 

By destined hero's conquering sword. 

XXVL 

" Such was my vision I" Edmund thought 
"And have I, then, the ruin wrought 
Of such a maid, that fancy ne'er 
In fairest vision form'd her peer ? 

1 [MS« — ** Of some fair princess of romance. 
The guerdon of a hero's lanee.*^ 
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Was it my hand that could unclose 

The postern to her ruthless foes ? 

Foes, lost to honour, law, and faith, 

Their kindest mercy sudden death I 

Have I done this ? I ! who have swore, 

That if the globe such angel bore, 

I would have traced its circle broad. 

To kiss the ground on which she trode I — 

And now — 1 would that earth would rive, 

And close upon me while alive ! — 

Is there no hope ? Is all then lost ? — 

Bertram's abeady on his post I 

Even now, beside the Hall's arch'd door, 

I saw his shadow cross the floor I 

He was to wait my signal strain — 

A little respite thus we gain : 

By what I heard the menials say. 

Young Wycliffe's troop are on their way — 

Alarm precipitates the crime ! 

My harp must wear away the time." — 

And then, in accents faint and low, 

He falter'd forth a tale of wo.* 

XXVII. 

^ And whither would you lead me then ?' 
Quoth the Friar of orders gray ; 
1 [The MS. has not this couplet.] 
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And the Euffians twain replied again, 
" By a dying woman to pray." — 

" I see," lie said, " a lovely sight, 

A sight bodes little harm, 
A lady as a lily bright. 

With an infant on her arm." — 

" Then do thine office. Friar gray, 

And see thou shrive her free I ^ 
Else shall the sprite, that parts to-night, 

Fling all its guilt on thee. 

" Let mass be said, and trentrals read. 

When thou'rt to convent gone, 
And bid the bell of St Benedict 

Toll out its deepest tone." 

The shrift is done, the Friar is gone. 

Blindfolded as he came — 
Next morning all, in Littlecot Hall, 

Were weeping for their dame. 

Wild Darrell is an altered man, 
The village crones can tell , 

I [MS.— *• And see thy shrift he true. 

Else shall the soul, that parts Uhday^ 
Fling all its guUt on you.*] 
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He looks pale as clay, and strives to pray. 
If he hears the convent bell. 

If prince or peer cross Darrell's way, 

He'll beard him in his pride — 
If he meet a Friar of orders gray, 

He droops and turns aside.^ 

XXVIII. 
" Harper I methinks thy magic lays/' 
Matilda said, '' can goblins raise I 
Wellnigh my fancy can discern, 
Near the dark porch, a visage stem ; 
E'en now, in yonder shadowy nook, 
I see it ! — Redmond, Wilfrid, look I — 
A human form distinct and clear — 
God, for thy mercy ! — ^it draws near I" 
She saw too true. Stride after stride, 
The centre of that chamber wide 
Fierce Bertram gain'd ; then made a stand, 
And, proudly waving with his hand, 
Thunder'd — " Be still, upon your lives I — 
He bleeds who speaks, he dies who strives." 
Behind their chief, the robber crew 
Forth from the darkened portal drew, 



* See Appendix, Note P,— [to which the author in his inter- 
leayed copy has made considerable additions.~ED.] 
IX. Q 
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In silence — save that echo dread 

Retum'd their heavy measured tread.* 

The lamp's uncertain lustre gave 

Their arms to gleam, their plumes to wave ; 

File after file in order pass, 

Like forms on Banquo's mystic glass. 

Then, halting at their leader's sign, 

At once they formed and curved their line. 

Hemming within its crescent drear 

Their victims, like a herd of deer. 

Another sign, and to the aim 

Levelled at once their muskets came, 

As waiting but their chieftain's word. 

To make their fatal volley heard. 

XXIX. 

Back in a heap the menials drew ; . 
Yet, even in mortal terror, true. 
Their pale and startled group oppose 
Beween Matilda and the foes. 
" 0, haste thee, Wilfrid !" Redmond cried ; 
" Undo that wicket by thy side ! 
Bear hence Matilda* — ^gain the wood — 
The pass may be a while made good — 

' [MS. — ** Behind him came his savage crew, 
File after file in order due • 
Silent from that dark portal pass. 
Like forms on Banqno's magic glass.*^ 

« [MS.—" Conduct Matilda,- Ac] 
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Thy band, ere this, must sure be nigh — 

speak not — dally not — ^but fly !" 
While yet the crowd their motions hide, 
Through the low wicket door they gUde. 
Through vaulted passages they wind, 
In Gothic intricacy twined 5 

Wilfrid half led, and half he bore, 

Matilda to the postern-door, 

And safe beneath the forest tree, 

The Lady stands at Uberty. 

The moonbeams, the fresh gale's caress, 

Renewed suspended consciousness ; — 

" Where's Redmond ?" eagerly she cries : 

" Thou answer'st not — he dies I he dies I 

And thou has left him, all bereft 

Of mortal aid — ^with murderers left ! 

1 know it well — ^he would not yield 
His sword to man — ^his doom is seal'd I 
For my scom'd life, which thou has bought 
At price of his, I thank thee not." 

XXX. 

The unjust reproach, the angry loqk. 
The heart of Wilfrid could not brook. 
" Lady," he said " my band so near, 
Li safety thou mayst rest thee here. 
For Redmond's death thou shalt not mourn, 
If mine can buy his safe return." 
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He tum'd away — ^his heart throbb'd liigh, 
The tear was bursting from his eye ; 
The sense of her injustice pressed 
Upon the Maid's distracted breast, — 
" Stay, Wilfrid, stay I aU aid is vain !" 
He heard, but tum'd him not again ; 
He reaches now the postern-door, 
Now enters — and is seen no more. 

XXXI. 

With all the agony that e'er 

Was gender'd 'twixt suspense and fear, 

She watch'd the line of windows tall,* 

Whose Gothic lattice lights the Hall, 

Distinguish'd by the paly red 

The lamps in dim reflection shed,* 

While all beside in wan moonlight 

Each grated casement glimmered white. 

No sight of harm, no sound of ill, 

It is a deep and midnight stilL 

Who looked upon the scene, had guess'd 

All in the castle were at rest : 

i[MS. — *' Matilda, shrouded by the trees, 
The line of lofty windows sees.**] 

t [MS^— ** The dying lamps reflection shed, 

While all around the moon's wan light* 
On tower and casement glimmer*d white | 
No sights bode harm, no sounds bode iU, 
It is as calm as midnight still."] 
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When sudden on the windows shone 
A lightning flash, just seen and gone I ' 
A shot is heard — ^Again the flame 
Flashed thick and fast — a volley came I 
Then echo'd wildly, from within, 
Of shont and scream the mingled din, 
And weapon-clash and maddening cry. 
Of those who kill, and those who die I — 
As flll'd the Hall with sulphurous smoke. 
More red, more dark, the death-flash broke ; 
And forms were on the lattice cast. 
That struck, or struggled, as they past 

xxxn. 

What sounds upon the midnight wind 
Approach so rapidly behind ? 
It is, it is, the tramp of steeds, 
Matilda hears the sound, she speeds. 
Seizes upon the leader's rein — 
'' 0, haste to aid, ere aid be vain ! 
Fly to the postern — ^gain the HaU T' 
Prom saddle spring the troopers aU ;* 
Their gaUant steeds, at liberty. 
Run wild along the moonlight lea. 
But, ere they burst upon the scene. 
Full stubborn had the conflict been. 

1 [MS.*« A brief short flash,'' ftc] 

» [MS — "* JJortc to postern— gain the Hall ! * 

Sprung from their steeds the troopers all.*J 
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When Bertram mark'd Matilda's flight, 
It gave the signal for the fight ; 
And Rokeby's veterans, seam'd with scars 
Of Scotland's and of Erin's wars. 
Their momentary panic o'er, 
Stood to the arms which then they bore ; 
(For they were weapon'd, and prepared ^ 
Their Mistress on her way to guard.) 
Then cheer'd them to the fight O'Neale, 
Then peal'd the shot, and clash'd the steel ; 
The war-smoke soon with sable breath 
Darkened the scene of blood and death. 
While on the few defenders close 
The Bandits, with redoubled blows. 
And, twice driven back, yet fierce and fell 
Renew the charge with frantic yelL' 

XXXIII. 

Wilfrid has fall'n — but o'er him stood 
Young Redmond, soil'd with smoke and blood, 
Cheering his mates with heart and hand 
Still to make good their 4esperate stand. 
" Up, comrades, up I In Rokeby halls 
Ne'er be it said our courage falls. 



1 :ms — " For M It hap'd thty were prepared."] 
s [In place of this couplet, the MS. reads,- 
" And as the hall the troopers gain. 
Their aid had wellnlgh been In Taln.«n 
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What ! faint ye for their savage cry, 
Or do the smoke-wreaths daunt your eye? 
These rafters have retum'd a shout 
As loud at Rokeby's wassail rout, 
As thick a smoke these hearths have given 
At Hallow-tide or Christmas-even.* 
Stands to it yet I renew the fight, 
For Rokeby's and Matilda's right I 
These slaves I they dare not, hand to hand, 
Bide buffet from a true man's brand." 
Impetuous, active, fierce, and young, 
Upon the advancing foes he sprung. 
Wo to the wretch at whom is bent 
His brandished falchion's sheer descent ! 
Backward they scattered as he came, 
Like wolves before the levin flame, ' 
When, mid their howling conclave driven, 
Hath glanced the thunderbolt of heaven. 
Bertram rush*d on — ^but Harpool clasp'd * 
His knees, although in death he gasped. 
His falling corpse before him flung, 
And round the trammell'd ruffian clung 
Just then, the soldiers fill'd the dome, 
And, shouting, charged the felons home 



1 [See Appendix, Note Q.] 

u [MS— "Like wolres at Ughtning's midnight flame.'*] 
s [MS.—** Bertram had faced him x while he grasp'd 
In deaths his knees old Harpool olasp'd. 
His dying corpes before Mm flung.**] 
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So fiercely, that, in panic dread, 
They broke, they yielded, fell, or fled,* 
Bertram's stem voice they heed no more, 
Though heard above the battle's roar ; 
While, trampling down the dying man, 
He strove, with volley'd threat and ban. 
In scorn of odds, in fate*s despite. 
To rally up the desperate fight* 

XXXIV. 

Soon murkier clouds the Hall enfold. 
Than e'er from battle-thunders roll'd ; 
So dense, the combatants scarce know 
To aim or to avoid the blow. 
Smothering and blindfold grows the fight — 
But soon shall dawn a dismal light I 
Mid cries, and clashing arms, there came 
The hollow sound of rushing flame ; 
New horrors on the tumult dire 
Arise — the Castle is on fire!" 
Doubtful, if chance had cast the brand. 
Or frantic Bertram's desperate hand. 



1 [MS.— *«So fiercely charged them, that they bled. 

Disbanded, yielded, fell, or fled.*'] 
» [MS.—** To rally them against their fate, 

And fought himself as desperate.*^ 
» [MS.—" Chance-kindled mid the tumult dire. 

The western tower is all on fire. 

Matilda saw,*' &C.J 
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Matilda saw — ^for frequent broke 
From the dim casements gusts of smoke. 
Yon tower, which late so clear defined 
On the fair hemisphere reclined, 
That, penciird on its azure pure, 
The eye could count each embrazure, 
Now, swathed within the sweeping cloud, 
Seems giant-spectre in his shroud ; 
Till, from each loop-hole flashing light, 
A spout of fire shines ruddy bright, 
And, gathering to united glare, 
Streams high into the midnight air; 
A dismal beacon, far and wide 
That waken'd Greta's slumbering side/ 
Soon all beneath, through gallery long. 
And pendant arch, the fire flash'd strong, 
Snatching whatever could maintain, 
Raise, or extend, its furious reign ; 
Startling, with closer cause of dread, 
The females who the conflict fled. 
And now rush'd forth upon the plain. 
Filling the air with clamours vain. 

XXXV. 

But ceased not yet, the Hall within. 
The shriek, the shout, the carnage-din, 

^ [The MS. has not this eoaplet] 
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Till bursting lattices gave proof* 

The flames have caught the raftered roof. 

What ! wait they till its beams amain 

Crash on the slayers and the slain? 

The alarm is caught — the drawbridge falls, 

The warriors hurry from the walls, 

But, by the conflagration's light, 

Upon the lawn renew the fight. 

Each straggling felon down was hew'd, 

Not one could gain the sheltering wood ; 

But forth the affrighted harper sprung, 

And to Matilda's robe he clung. 

Her shriek, entreaty, and command. 

Stopped the pursuer's lifted hand." 

Denzil and he alive were ta'en ; 

The rest, save Bertram, all are slain. 

XXXVI. 

And where is Bertram ? — soaring high,^ 
The general flame ascends the sky ; 
In gather'd group the soldiers gaze 
Upon the broad and roaring blaze, 

1 [MS. — " The glowing lattices give proof."] 

s [MS. — " Her shrieks, entreaties, and commands, 

Avaird to stop pursuing brands."] 
8 [MS.—** Where* s Bertram now ? In fury driven. 

The general flame ascends to heaven ; 

The gather'd groups of soldiers gaze 

Upon the red and roaring blaze.'*] 
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When, like infernal demon, sent 
Red from his penal element, 
To plague and to pollute the air, — 
His face all gore, on fire his hair, 
Forth from the central mass of smoke 
The giant form of Bertram broke I 
His brandished sword on high he rears, 
Then plimged among opposing spears ; 
Round his left arm his mantle trussed. 
Received and foiVd three lances' thrust ; ^ 
Nor these his headlong course withstood / 
Like reeds he snapped the tough ash-wood. 
In vain his foes around him clung ; 
With matchless force aside he flung 
Their boldest, — as the bull, at bay. 
Tosses the ban-dogs from his way. 
Through forty foes his path he made. 
And safely gained the forest glade. 

XXXVII. 

Scarce was this final conflict o*er. 
When from the postern Redmond bore 
Wilfrid, who, as of life bereft. 
Had in the fatal Hall been left,' 
Deserted there by all his train ; 
But Redmond saw, and tum'd again. — 

1 [The MS. wants this couplet. 

> ClfS.-^* In Tftln the opposing spears withstood."] 
s CKS.-^* Hftd In the smoolderlns haU been lefU"! 
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Beneath an oak he laid him down, 
That in the blaze gleam'd ruddy brown, 
And then his mantlets clasp undid ; 
Matilda held his drooping head, 
Till, given to breathe the fireer air. 
Returning life repaid their care. 
He gazed on them with heavy sigh, — 
" I could have wish'd even thus to die !" 
No more he said — ^for now with speed 
Each trooper had regained his steed ; 
The ready palfreys stood array'd. 
For Redmond and for Rokeby*s Maid ; 
Two Wilfrid on his horse sustain, 
One leads his charger by the rein. 
But oft Matilda look'd behind. 
As up the Vale of Tees they wind, 
Where far the mansion of her sires 
Beaconed the dale with midnight fires. 
In gloomy arch above them spread, 
The clouded heaven lower'd bloody red ; 
Beneath, in sombre light, the flood 
Appeared to roll in waves of blood. 
Then, one by one, was heard to fall 
The tower, the donjon-keep, the hall. 
Each rushing down with thunder sound, 
A space the conflagration drowned ; 
TiU, gathering strength, again it rose. 
Announced its triumph in its close. 
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Shook wide its light the landscape o'er, 
Then sunk — ^and Rokeby was no more I ^ 

1 [** The casile on fire has an awful sublimity, which would 
throw at a humble distance the boldest reaches of the pictorial 
art.. • . .We refer our readers to Virgil's ships, or his Troy 
in flames ; and though the Yirgilian pictures be drawn on a Tery 
extensiye cauTass* with eonfidence we assert, that the castle on 
fire is much more magnificent. It is, in truth, incomparably 
grand.**- BritUik CrUic*\ 
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R K E B Y. 



CANTO SIXTH. 



I. 

The summer sun, whose early power 
Was wont to gild Matilda's bower, 
And rouse her with his matin ray ^ 
Her duteous orisons to pay. 
That morning sun has three times seen 
The flowers unfold on Rokeby green. 
But sees no more the slumbers fly 
From fair Matilda's hazel eye ; 
That morning sun has three times broke 
On Rokeby's glades of elm and oak, 
But, rising from their silvan screen, 
Marks no grey turrets' glance between. 
A shapeless mass lie keep and tower, 
Th4t, hissing to the morning shower, 

I [MS.^ " glancing ray.^j 
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Can but with smouldering vapour pay 
The early smile of summer day. 
The peasant, to his labour bound, 
Pauses to view the blacken'd mound| 
Striving, amid the ruin'd space, 
Each well-remember'd spot to trace. 
That length of frail and fire scorch'd wall 
Once screened the hospitable hall ; 
When yonder broken arch was whole, 
Twas there was dealt the weekly dole ; 
And where yon tottering columns nod, 
The chapel sent the hymn to God. — 
So flits the world's uncertain span I 
Nor zeal for God, nor love for man, 
Gives mortal monuments a date 
Beyond the power of Time and Fate. 
The towers must share the builder's doom ; 
Ruin is theirs, and his a tomb : 
But better boon benignant Heaven 
To Faith and Charity has given. 
And bids the Christian hope sublime 
Transcend the bounds of Fate and Time.^ 

1 [MS.—" And bids our hopes ascend snblime 

Beyond the bounds of Fate and Time.**— 

"Faith, preraiUng o*er his suUen doom, 
As bursts the mom on niglit*s unfathom'd gloom. 
Lured his dim eye to deathless hope sublime^ 
Beyond the realms of nature and of time.** 

Camfbbll.] 
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II. 

Now the third night of summer came, 

Since that which witnessed Rokehy's flame. 

On Brignall elifia aad Scargill bra^e 

The owlet's homilies awake. 

The bittern scream'd from rush and flag. 

The raven slomber'd on his crag, 

Forth from his den the otter drew, — 

Grayling and trout their tyrant knew, 

As between reed and sage he peers. 

With fierce round snout and sharpen'd ears,^ 

Or, prowling by the moonbeam cool, 

Watches the stream or swims the pool ; — 

Perch'd on his wonted eyrie high. 

Sleep seaFd the tercelefs wearied eye, 

That all the day had watch'd so well 

The cushat dart across the dell. 

In dubious beam reflected shone 

That lofky cliflf of pale grey stone. 

Beside whose base the secret cave 

To rapine late a refuge gave. 

The crag's wild crest of copse and yew 

On Greta's breast dark shadows threw ; 

Shadows that met or shunn'd the sight. 

With every change of fitful light ; 

As hope and fear alternate chase 

Our course through life's uncertain race. 

1 [The MS. hM not this ooaplet.] 
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ni. 

Gliding by crag and copsewood green, 
A solitary form was seen 
To trace with stealthy pace the wold. 
Like fox that seeks the midnight fold, 
And pauses oft, and cowers dismay'd, 
At every breath that stirs the shade. 
He passes now the ivy bush, — 
The owl has seen him, and is hush ; 
He passes now the dodder'd oak, — 
Te heard the startled raven croak ; 
Lower and lower he descends, 
Rustle the leaves, the brushwood bends ; 
The otter hears him tread the shore, 
And dives, and is beheld no more ; 
And by the cliflf of pale grey stone 
The midnight wanderer stands alone* 
Methinks, that by the moon we trace 
A well-remembered form and face I 
That stripling shape, that cheek so pale. 
Combine to tell a rueful tale. 
Of powers misused, of passion's force. 
Of guilt, of grief, and of remorse I 
'Tis Edmund's eye, at every sound 
That flings that guilty glance around ; 
'Tis Edmund's trembling haste divides 
The brushwood that the cavern hides ; 
And, when its narrow porch lies bare,^ 
Tis Edmund's form that enters there. 
1 [MS. " sally-port Ues bare.**! 
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IV. 

His flint and steel have sparkled bright, 

A lamp hath lent the cavern light. 

Fearful and quick his eye surveys 

Each angle of the gloomy maze. 

Since last he left that stem abode. 

It seem'd as none its floor had trod ; 

Untouched appeared the various spoil, 

The purchase of his comrades' toil ; 

Masks and disguises grimed with mud. 

Arms broken and defiled with blood, 

And all the nameless tools that aid 

Night-felons in their lawless trade, 

Upon their gloomy walls were hung, 

Or lay in nooks obscurely flung.* 

Still on the sordid board appear 

The relics of the noontide cheer : 

Flagons and emptied flasks were there,' 

And bench overthrown, and shattered chair ; 

And all around the semblance showed, 

As when the final revel glow'd, 

When the red sun was setting fast. 

And parting pledge Guy Denzil past 

" To Rokeby treasure-vaults!" they quafiTd, 

And shouted loud and wildly laughed, 

1 [MS-— *«0r on the floors disordered flung.»»] 
s [MS. — ** Seats orerthrown and flagons drain'd. 
Still on the carem floor remained, 
And all the caTe that semblance bore. 
It show'd when late the revel wore.**] 
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Pour'd maddening from the rocky door, 
And parted — to return no more I 
They found in Rokeby vaults their doom, — 
A bloody death, a burning tomb ! 

V. 

There his own peasant dress he spies, 

Doffd to assume that quaint disguise ; 

And shuddering thought upon his glee. 

When prank'd in garb of minstrelsy. 

" 0, be the fatal art accurst," 

He cried, " that moved my folly first ; 

Till, bribed by bandits' base applause, 

I burst through God's and Nature's laws ! 

Three summer days are scantily past 

Since I have trod this cavern last, 

A thoughtless wretch, and prompt to err — 

But, 0, as yet no murderer ! 

Even now I list my comrades' cheer, 

That general laugh is in mine ear. 

Which raised my pulse and steel'd my heart, 

As I rehearsed my treacherous part — 

And would that all since then could seem 

The phantom of a fever's dream I 

But fatal Memory notes too well 

The horrors of the dying yell, 

From my despairing mates that broke, 

When fiash'd the &re and roll'd the smoke ; 
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When the avengers shouting came. 

And hemm'd ns 'twixt the sword and flame I 

My frantic flight, — ^the lifted brand, — 

That angePs interposing hand I 

If^ for my life from slaughter freed, 
I yet could pay some grateful meed I 
Perchance this object of my quest 
May aid'' — ^he tum'd, nor spoke the rest. 

VI. 

Due northward from the rugged hearth, 

With paces five he metes the earth, 

Then toil'd with mattock to explore 

The entrails of the cavern floor, 

Nor paused till, deep beneath the ground, 

His search a small steel casket found. 

Just as he stoop'd to loose its hasp. 

His shoulder felt a giant grasp ; 

He started, and look'd up aghast. 

Then shriek'd ! — 'Twas Bertram held him fast 

" Fear not I " he said ; but who could hear 

That deep stem voice, and cease to fear ? 

" Fear not I — By heaven, he shakes as much 

As partridge in the falcon's clutch :" — 

He raised him, and unloosed his hold. 

While from the opening casket roU'd 

A chain and reliquaire of gold.^ 

1 [MS. •• cftTcanet of gold."] 
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Bertram bebeld it with surprise, 

Gazed on its fasHon and device, 

Then, cheering Edmund as he could, 

Somewhat he smoothed his rugged mood : 

For still the youth's half-Kfted eye 

Quivered with terror's agony. 

And sidelong glanced, as to explore, 

In meditated flight, the door. 

" Sit," Bertram said, " from danger free ; 

Thou canst not, and thou shall not, flee. 

Chance brings me hither ; hill and plain 

I've sought for refuge-place in vain.* 

And tell me now, thou aguish boy, 

Whatmakest thou here ? what means this toy? 

Denzil and thou, I mark'd, were ta'en ; 

What lucky chance unbound your chain ? 

I deem'd, long since on Baliol's tower. 

Your heads were warp'd with sun and shower." 

Tell me the whole — ^and, mark ! nought e'er 

Chafes me like, falsehood, or like fear/' 

Gathering his courage to his aid. 

But trembling still, the youth obey'd. 

VII. 
" Denzil and I two nights pass'd o'er 
In fetters on the dungeon floor. 

1 [The MS. adds I 

** No surer shelter fh»n the fo« 
Than what this carem can bestow.*! 
s IMS. ** perched in eun and shower^J 
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A guest the third sad morrow bronght; 
Our hold dark Oswald Wycliffe sought)^ 
And eyed my comrade long askance, 
With fix'd and penetrating glance. 

* Guy Denzil art thou called ? '— * The same.'-^ 

* At Court who served wild Buckinghame ; 
Thence banished, won a keeper's place, 

So Villiers will'd, in Marwood-chase ; 

That lost — I need not tell thee why — 

Thou madest thy wit thy wants supply, 

Then fought for Rokeby : — Have I guess'd 

My prisoner right? ' — * At thy behest.' — * 

He paused a while, and then went on 

With low and confidential tone ; — 

Me, as I judge, not then he saw. 

Close nestled in my couch of straw. — 

' List to me, Guy. Thou know'st the great 

Have frequent need of what they hate ; 

Hence, in their favour ofb we see 

Unscrupled, useful men like thee. 

Were I disposed to bid thee live. 

What pledge of faith hast thou to give ? ' 

vm. 

" The ready Fiend, who never yet 
Hath failed to sharpen Denzil's wit^ 

I [MS.— *• With the third morn that baron old. 

Dark Oswald Wycliffe, sought the hold."] 

« [MS.-^* • And last didst ride in Rokeby's band. 

Art thou the man ? ' — < At thy command.* *] 
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Prompted his lie — * His only child 
Should rest his pledge.' — The Baron smiled. 
And tum'd to me — ' Thou art his son ? ' 
I bowed — our fetters were undone. 
And we were led to hear apart 
A dreadful lesson of his art. 
Wilfrid, he said, his heir and son. 
Had fair Matilda's favour won ; 
And long since had their union been, 
But for her father's bigot spleen, 
Whose brute and blindfold party-rage 
Would, force per force, her hand engage 
To a base kern of Irish earth. 
Unknown his lineage and his birth, 
. Save that a dying ruffian bore 
The infant brat to Kokeby door. 
Gentle restraint, he said, would lead 
Old Rokeby to enlarge his creed ; 
But fair occasion he must find 
For such restraint well-meant and kind, 
The Knight being rendered to his charge 
But as a prisoner at large, 

IX. 

" He schoord us in a well-forged tale. 
Of scheme the Castle walls to scale,* 

i[MS.— **He SGhool'd us then to tell a tale. 
Of plot the Gastle walls to scale. 
To which had sworaeach GayaUer."] 
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To which was leagued each Cavalier 
That dwells upon the Tyne and Wear ; 
. That Rokeby, his parole forgot. 
Had dealt with us to aid the plot. 
Such was the charge, which Denzil's zeal 
Of hate to Rokeby and O'Neale 
Proffered, as witness, to make good, 
Even though the forfeit were their blood. 
I scrupled, until o'er and o'er 
His prisoners' safety WycliflFe swore ; 
And then — alas I what needs there more ? 
I knew I should not live to say 
The proflFer I refused that day ; 
Ashamed to live, yet loath to die, 
I soil'd me with their infamy I ** — 
" Poor youth," said Bertram, " wavering still,* 
Unfit alike for good or ill I 
But what fell next ? " — " Soon as at large ■ 
Was scroU'd and sign'd our fatal charge. 
There never yet, on tragic stage. 
Was seen so well a painted rage 
As Oswald's show'd I With loud alarm 
He call'd his garrison to arm ; 

, [MS. " sore bestid I 

Wayering alike in good and bad."] 

» [MS. •*0, when at large 

Was scrollM and sign'd onr fatal charge^ 

T on neTer yet, on tragic stage* 

Beheld so well a pointed rage."] 
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From tower to tower, from post to post, 
He hurried as i£ all were lost ; 
Consigned to dmigeon and to chain 
The good old Knight and all his train ; 
Wam'd each suspected Cavalier, 
Within his limits to appear 
To-morrow,, at the hour of noon, 
In the high church of Eglistone."— 

X. 

" Of Eglistone I— Even now I passed," 

Said Bertram, " as the night closed fast ; 

Torches and cressets gleam'd around, 

I heard the saw and hammer sound, 

And I could mark they toiled to raise 

A scaffold, hung with sable baize. 

Which the grim headsman's scene displayed, 

Block, axe, and sawdust ready laid. 

Some evil deed will there be done. 

Unless Matilda wed his son ; — 

She loves him not — 'tis shrewdly guess' d 

That Redmond rules the damseFs breast. 

This is a turn of Oswald's skill ; 

But I may meet, and foil him still I ^ 

1 [After this Une the MS. reads : — 

" Althoaf h hU soldiers snatch'd ftwty. 
When in my rery ffrMp« my prey.'— 
Edmnnd,how oam'st thon free f *^— **0 there 
Lies mystery* Ae,*^ 
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How earnest thou to thy freedom' ?" — "There 

Lies mystery more dark and rare. 

In midst of Wycliffe'6 well-feign'd rage, 

A scroll was offered by a page, 

Who told, a muffled horseman late 

Had left it at the Castle-gate. 

He broke the seal — ^his cheek show'd change, 

Sudden, portentous, wild, and strange ; 

The mimic passion of his eye 

Was tum'd to actual agony ; 

His hand like summer sapling shook, 

Terror and guilt were in his look. 

Denzil he judged, in time of need, 

Fit counsellor for evil deed 5 

And thus apart his counsel broke, 

While with a ghastly smile he spoke : — 

XL 

'* ' As in the pageants of the stage. 
The dead awake in this wild age,*. 
Mortham — ^whom all men deem'd decreed 
Li his own deadly snare to bleed. 
Slain by a bravo, whom, o'er sea. 
He train'd to aid in murdering me,-^ 



1 [MS.^<' The dead arite in this wild age, 

. Mortham^whom righteous hearen decreed 
^ Canght in his own fell snare to bleed.**] 
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Mortham has 'scaped I The coward shot 

The steed, but harmed the rider not.' " ^ 

Here, with an execration fell, 

Bertram leap'd up, and paced the cell :^ 

*' Thine own grey head, or bosom dark," 

He muttered, " may be surer mark I " 

Then sat, and sign'd to Edmund, pale 

With terror, to resume his tale. 

" Wycliffe went on : — * Mark with what flights 

Of wilder'd reverie he writes : — 

•EJe Hetter, 
" ' Ruler of Mortham*s destiny I 
Though dead, thy victim lives to thee.' 
Once had he all that binds to life, 
A lovely child, a lovelier wife ; 
Wealth, fame, and friendship, were his own — 
Thou gavest the word, and they are flown.* 



* [•• ' BTortham escftped^f iL« toward lAoi 

Th4 JUr«e— «Ht Aarw'd tkt ridtr not,' 

is truly laughable. How like the dSnouemtnt of the Oorent 
Garden Tragedy I in which the hero is supposed to hare been 
killed, but thus accounts for his escape, 

' I through the coat was, not the body, run r ' 

Monthlif Seview,'] 

s rus.-'* Though dead to all, he lives to thee."] 
< CMS.— " Wealtht fame, and happiness, his omk^ 
Shon KaTe«( the word, and all Is flowa.^ 
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Mark how he pays thee : — ^To thy hand 
He yields his honour and his land,^ 
One boon premised ; — Restore his child ! 
Andy from his native land exiled, 
Mortham no more returns to claim 
His lands, his honours, or his name ; 
Befuse him this, and from the slain 
Thou shalt see Mortham rise again.' — 

XII. 

" This billet while the baron read, 
His faltering accents showed his dread ; 
He pressed his forehead with his palm, 
Then took a scornful tone and calm ; 
* Wild as the winds, as billows wild 1 
What wot I of his spouse or child ? 
Hither he brought a joyous dame, 
Unknown her lineage or her name : 
Her, in some frantic fit, he slew ; 
The nurse and child in fear withdrew. 
Heaven be my witness I wist I where 
To find this youth, my kinsman's heir, — 
Unguerdon'd, I would give with joy 
The father's arms to fold his boy. 
And Mortham's lands and towers resign 
To the just heirs of Mortham's line."< — 

1 [The MS. adds:— 

" Nay mont-en one dftj^i oonne had raa* 
Be reseued twiee firom death thy eon. 
Mark his demand,-Be8tore hit ehUd n 
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Thou know'st that scarcely e'en his fear 
Suppresses Denzil's cynic sneer ; — 
* Then happy is thy vassaFs part/ 
He said, * to ease his patron's heart ! 
In thine own jailor's watchful care 
Lies Mortham's just and rightful heir j 
Thy generous wish is fully won, — 
Redmond O'Neale is Mortham's son.' — 

XIIL 
" Up starting with a frenzied look, 
His clenched hand the baron shook : 
" Is Hell at work ? or dost thou rave. 
Or darest thou palter with me, slave I 
Perchance thou wot'st not, Barnard's towers 
Have racks, of strange and ghastly powers.' 
Denzil, who well his safety knew, 
Firmly rejoiii'd, ' I tell thee true. 
Thy racks, could give thee but to know 
The proofs, which I, untortured, show. — 
It chanced upon a winter night. 
When early snow made Stanmore white, 
That very night, when first of aU 
Redmond O'Neale saw Rokeby-hall, 
It was my goodly lot to gain 
A reliquary and a chain. 
Twisted and chased of massive gold. 
•—Demand not how the prize I hold 1 
It was not given, nor lent, nor sold.— 
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Gilt tablets to the chain were hung, 

With letters in the Irish tongue* 

I hid my spoil, for there was need 

That I should leave the land with speed , 

Nor then I deem'd it safe to bear 

On mine own person gems so rare. 

Small heed I of the tablets took, 

But since have spell'd them by the book, 

When some sojourn in Erin's land 

Of their wild speech had given command. 

But darkling was the sense ; the phrase 

And language those of other days. 

Involved of purpose, as to foil 

An interloper's prying toil. 

The words, but not the sense, I knew, 

Till fortune gave the guiding clew. 

XIV. 

" * Three days since, was that clew reveal'd, 

In Thorsgill as I lay concealed,* 

And heard at full when Eokeby's Maid 

Her uncle's history displayed ; 

And now I can interpret well 

Each syllable the tablets tell. 

Mark, then : Fair Edith was the joy 

Of old O'Neale of Clandeboy ; 

1 [MS*—** It chanced, three days sincct I was laid 
Oonceal*d in ThorsgUrs bosky shade.**] 
IX. S 
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But from her sire and country fled, 
In secret Mortham's Lord to wed, 
O'Neale, his first resentment o'er, 
Despatched his son to Greta's shore. 
Enjoining he should make him known 
(Until his farther will were shown) 
To Edith, but to her alone. 
What^of their ill-starr'd meeting fell, 
Lord Wycliffe knows, and none so welL 

XV. 

" * O'Neale it was, who, in despair, 
Kobb'd Mortham of his infant heir ; 
He bred him in their nurture wild, 
And calPd him murder'd ConneUs child. 
Soon died the nurse ; the Clan believed 
What from their Chieftain they received. 
His purpose was, that ne'er again ^ 
The boy should cross the Irish main 5 
But, like his mountain sires, enjoy 
The woods and wastes of Clandeboy. 
Then on the land wild troubles came, 
And stronger Chieftains urged a claim, 
And wrested from the old man's hands 
His native towers, his father's lands. 
Unable then, amid the strife, 
To guard young Redmond's rights or life, 

1 [MS, " nerer more 

The boy should Tisit Albion's ehore/'] 
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Late and reluctant he restores 
The infant to his native shores, 
With goodly gifts and letters stored. 
With many a deep conjuring word. 
To Mortham and to Rokeby's Lord. 
Nought knew the clod of Lish earth. 
Who was the guide, of Redmond's birth ; 
But deemed his Chiefs commands were laid 
On both, by both to be obey'd.* 
How he was wounded by the way, 
I need not, and I list not say.'— 

XVL 

" ' A wondrous tale I and, grant it true, 
What,' Wycliffe answered, * might I do ? 
Heaven knows, as willingly as now 
I raise the bonnet from my brow. 
Would I my kinsman's manors fair* 
Restore to Mortham, or his heir ; 
But Mortham is distraught — O'Neale 
Has drawn for tyranny his steel, 
Malignant to our rightful cause. 
And train'd in Rome's delusive laws. 
Hark thee apart I ' — They whisper'd long. 
Till Denzil's voice grew bold and strong :— 

1 [The MS. has not this couplet.] 

s OCS.-^ Vonld I tea kinsman's lands resign 

To Mortham's self and Hortham*a lln«t 
Baft Mortham raves— and this CNeale 
Has drawn." Ao.] 
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* My proofs I I never will/ lie said, 

* Show mortal man where they are laid. 
Nor hope discovery to foreclose, 

By giving me to feed the crows ; 

For I have mates at large, who know 

Where I am wont such toys to stow. 

Free me from peril and from band, 

These tablets are at thy command ; 

Nor were it hard to form some train, 

To wile old Mortham o*er the main. 

Then, lunatic's nor papist's hand 

Should wrest from thine the goodly land.' — 

— * I like thy wit,' said Wycliflfe, * well ; 

But here in hostage shalt thou dwell. 

Thy son, unless my purpose err, 

May prove the trustier messenger. 

A scroll to Mortham shall he bear 

From me, and fetch these tokens rare. 

Gold shalt thou have, and that good store, 

And freedom, his commission o'er ; 

But if his faith should chance to fail, 

The gibbet frees thee from the jail.' 

XVII. 

" Mesh'd in the net himself had twined, 
What subterfuge could Denzil find ? 
He told me, with reluctant sigh. 
That hidden here the tokens lie ; ^ 

1 [MS.—" In secret where the tokens lie.**] 
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Conjured my swift return and aid. 
By all he scoflPd and disobey'd,* 
And look'd as if the noose were tied, 
And I the priest who left his side. 
This scroll for Mortham Wycliffe gave, 
Whom I must seek by Greta's wave ; 
Or in the hut where chief he hides. 
Where Thorsgill's forester resides. 
(Thence chanced it, wandering in the glado, 
That he descried our ambuscade.) 
I was dismissed as evening fell. 
And reached but now this rocky cell." — 
" Give Oswald's letter." — Bertram read, 
And tore it fiercely, shred by shred : — 
" AU lies and villany I to blind 
His noble kinsman's generous mind, 
And train him on from day to day, 
Till he can take his life away. — 
And now, declare thy purpose, youth, 
Nor dare to answer, save the truth ; 
If aught I mark of Denzil's art, 
• I'll tear the secret from thy heart I " — 

XVIII. 

" It needs not. I renounce," he said, 
My tutor and his deadly trade. 

1 [MS— -•« By ties he scolPd,'* &c.J 
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Pix'd was my purpose to declare 

To Mortham, Redmond is his heir ; 

To tell him in what risk he stands. 

And yield these tokens to his hands. 

Fix'd was my purpose to atone, 

Far as I may, the evil done ; 

And fix'd it rests — ^if I survive 

This night, and leave this cave alive." 

" And Denzil ?"— " Let them ply the rack, 

Even till his joints and sinews crack ! 

If Oswald tear him limb from limb, 

What ruth can Denzil claim from him, 

Whose thoughtless youth he led astray. 

And damn'd to this unhallowed way ? 

He schooled me, faith and vows were vain ; 

Now let my master reap his gain." — 

" True," answer'd Bertram, " 'tis his meed ; 

There 's retribution in the deed. 

But thou — thou art not for our course, 

Hast fear, hast pity, hast remorse : 

And he, with us the gale who braves, 

Must heave such cargo to the waves, • 

Or lag with overloaded prore. 

While barks unburdened reach the shore." 

XIX. 

He paused, and, stretching him at length, 
Seem'd to repose his bulky strength. 
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Communing with his secret mind, 
As half he sat, and half reclined, 
One ample hand his forehead press'd. 
And one was dropped across his hreast 
The shaggy eyebrows deeper came 
Above his eyes of swarthy flame ; 
His lip of pride a while forebore 
The haughty curve till then it wore ; 
The unaltered fierceness of his look 
A shade of darkened sadness took, — ^ 
For dark and sad a presage pressed 
Resistlessly on Bertram's breast, — 
And when he spoke, his wonted tone, 
So fierce, abrupt, and brief, was gone. 
His voice was steady, low, !and deep. 
Like distant waves when breezes sleep ; 
And sorrow mix'd with Edmund's fear, 
Its low unbroken depth to hear. 

XX. 

" Edmund, in thy sad tale I find 
The wo that warp'd my patron's mind : 
'Twould wake the fountains of the eye 
In other men, but mine are dry. 
Mortham must never see the fool, 
That sold himself base Wycliffe's tool ; 

1 [MS*—*' A darken'd sad expression took. 

The unaltered fierceness of his look.**] 
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Yet less from thirst of sordid gain, 
Than to avenge supposed disdain. 
Say, Bertram rues his fault ; — ^a word, 
Till now, from Bertram never heard : 
Say, too, that Mortham's Lord he prays 
To think but on their former days ; 
On Quariana's beach and rock. 
On Cayo's bursting battle-shock. 
On Darien's sands and deadly dew. 
And on the dart Tlatzeca threw ; — 
Perchance my patron yet may hear 
More that may grace his comrade's bier.^ 
My soul hath felt a secret weight, 
A warning of approaching fate : 
A priest had said, ' Betum, repent I ' 
As well to bid that rock be rent. 
Firm as that flint I face mine end ; 
My heart may burst, but cannot bend.' 

XXL 

, " The dawning of my youth, with awe 
And prophecy, the Dalesmen saw ; 
For over Redesdale it came. 
As bodefril as their beacon-flame. 
Edmund, thy years were scarcely mine. 
When, challenging the Clans of T}Tie 

1 [MS.— <* Perchance that Mortham yet may hear 
Something to grace his comrade's bier.**] 
■ pis. « ne»er shall bend."] 
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To bring their best my brand to prove, 
O'er Hexham's altar hung my glove ; * 

1 This castom among the Bedesdale and Tynedale Borderen 
te mentioned in the interesting Life of Barnard Oilpin, where 
some aeoount is given of these wild districts, which it was tlie 
onstom of that excellent man regularly to risit. 

" This custom (of duels) still prevailed on the Borders* where 
Saxon barbarism held its latest possession. These wild Nor- 
thumbrians, indeed, went beyond the ferocity of their ancestors. 
They were not content with a duel i each contending party used 
to muster what adherents he could, and commence a kind of 
petty war. So that a private grudge would often occasion much 
bloodshed. 

** It happened that a quarrel of this kind was on foot when Mr 
Gilpin was at Rothbury, in those parts. During the two or three 
first days of his preaching, the contending parties observed some 
decorum, and never appeared at church together. At length, 
however, they met. One party had been early at church, and 
Just as Mr Oilpin began his sermon the other entered. They 
stood not long silent. Inflamed at the sight of each other, they 
began to dash their weapons, for they were all armed with jave- 
lins and swords, and mutually approached. Awed, however, by 
the sacredness of the place, the tumult in some degree ceased. 
Mr Oilpin proceeded t when again the combatants began to 
brandish their weapons, and draw towards each other. As a firay 
seemed near, Mr Gilpin stepped from the pulpit, went between 
them, and addressed the leaders, put an end to the quarrel for 
the present, but could not effect an entire reconciliation. They 
promised him, however, that till the sermon was over they would 
make no more disturbance. He then went again into the pulpit, 
and spent the rest of the time in endeavouring to make them 
ashamed of what they had done. His behaviour and discourse 
affected them so much, that, at his further entreaty, they pro- 
mised to forbear all acts of hostility while he continued in the 
country. And so much respected waa he among them* thai 
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But Tynedale, nor in tower nor town, 
Held champion meet to take it down. 
My noontide, India may declare ; 
Like her fierce sun, I fired the air 1 
Like him, to wood and cave bade fly 
Her natives, from mine angry eye. 
Panama's maids shall long look pale 
When Risingham inspires the tale ; 
Chili's dark matrons long shall tame 
The froward child with Bertram's name. 
And now, my race of terror nin, 
Mine be the eve of tropic sun ! 
No pale gradations quench his ray, 
No twilight dews his wrath allay; 

whoever was in fear of his enemy used to resort where Mr Gil* 
pin was, esteeming his presence the best protection. 

** One Sunday morning, coming to a church in those parts, 
before the people were assembled* he observed a glore hanging 
up, ^nd was informed by the sexton, that it was meant as a chal- 
lenge to any one who should take it down. Mr Gilpin ordered 
the sexton to reach it him ; but upon his utterly refusing to touch 
it, he tools it down himself, and put it into his breast. When 
the people were assembled, he went into the pulpit, and, before 
he concluded his sermon, took occasion to rebuke them severely 
for these inhuman challenges. 'I hear/ saith he 'that one among 
you hath hanged up a glove, even in this sacred place, threaten* 
ing to fight any one who taketh it down t see, I have taken it 
down ; ' and, pulling out the glove, he held it up to the congre* 
gation* and then showed them how unsuitable such savage prac- 
tices were to the profession of Christianity* using such persua- 
sires to mutual love as he thought would most affect them.**— 
14/i of Barnard Gilpin. Lond. 1758. 8vo, p. 177. 
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With disk like battle-target red, 
He rushes to his burning bed, 
Dyes the wide wave with bloody light. 
Then sinks at once — and all is night. — 

xxir. 

" Now to thy mission, Edmund. Fly, 

Seek Mortham out, and bid him hie 

To Richmond, where his troops are laid, 

And lead his force to Redmond's aid. 

Say, till he reaches Eglistone, 

A friend will watch to guard his son.* 

Now, fare-thee-well ; for night draws on, 

And I would rest me here alone." 

Despite his ill-dissembled fear. 

There swam in Edmund's eye a, tear ; 

A tribute to the courage high. 

Which stooped not in extremity, 

But strove, irregularly great. 

To triumph o'er approaching fate ! ' 

Bertram beheld the dewdrop start. 

It almost touch'd his iron heart : — 

" I did not think there lived," he said, 

" One, who would tear for Bertram shed.'* 



1 [MS.— *« With him and Fairfax for his friend. 
No risk that Wycliffe dares contend. 
TeU him the while, at Eglistone 
There will be one to guard his son.**] 
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He loosen'd then Hs baldric's hold, 
A buckle broad of massive gold ; — 
^' Of all the spoil that pidd his pains. 
But this with Risingham remains ; 
And this, dear Edmund, thou shalt take, 
And wear it long for Bertram's sake. 
Once more — to Mortham speed amain ; 
Farewell ! and turn thee not again." 

XXIIJ. 

The night has yielded to the mom. 
And far the hours of prime are worn. 
Oswald, who, since the dawn of day. 
Had cursed his messenger's delay, 
Impatient questioned now his train, 
^' Was Denzil's son returned again ? " 
It chanced there answer'd of the crew, 
A menial, who young Edmund knew : 
" No son of Denzil this," — ^he said ; 
" A peasant boy from Winston glade. 
For song and minstrelsy renown'd. 
And knavish pranks, the hamlets round." — 
" Not Denzil's son !— Prom Winston Vale ! — 
Then it was false, that specious tale ; 
Or, worse — ^he hath despatched the youth 
To shew to Mortham's Lord its truth. 
Fool that I was I — ^but 'tis too late ;— 
This is the very turn of fate ! — * 
1 [MS.^« ThU U the eriBis of my fate.**] 
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The tale, or true or false, relies 
On Denzil's evidence 1 — He dies ! — . 
Ho ! Provost Marshal I instantly 
Lead Denzil to the gallows-tree ! 
Allow him not a parting word 5 
Short be the shrift, and sure the cord I 
Then let his gory head appal 
Marauders from the Castle-wall. 
Lead forth thy guard, that duty done, 
With best despatch to Eglistone. — 
— ^Basil, tell Wilfrid he must straight 
Attend me at the Castle-gate." 

XXIV. 

" Alas I " the old domestic said, 

And shook his venerable head, 

" Alas, my Lord I full ill to-day 

May my young master brook the way ! 

The leech has spoke with grave alarm. 

Of unseen hurt, of secret harm, 

Of sorrow lurking at the heart. 

That mars and lets his heaHng art." — 

" Tush, tell not me I — Romantic boys 

Pine themselves sick for airy toys, 

I will find cure for Wilfrid soon ; 

Bid him for Eglistone be boime. 

And quick ! — I hear the dull death-drum 

TeU Denzil's houir of fate is come.*' 
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He paused with scornful smile, and then 

Resumed his train of thought agen. 

" Now comes my fortune's crisis near I 

Entreaty boots not — ^instant fear, 

Nought else, can bend Matilda's pride, 

Or win her to be Wilfrid's bride. 

But when she sees the scaffold placed, 

With axe and block and headsman graced. 

And when she deems, that to deny 

Dooms Redmond and her sire to die. 

She must give way. — ^Then, were the line 

Of Rokeby once combined with mine, 

I gain the weather-gage of fate ! 

If Mortham come, he comes too late. 

While I, allied thus and prepared. 

Bid him defiance to his beard. — 

— ^If she prove stubborn, shall I dare 

To drop the axe ? — Soft! pause we there. 

Mortham still lives — ^yon youth may tell 

His tale — and Fairfax loves him well ; 

Elie, wherefore should I now delay 

To sweep this Redmond from my way? — 

But she to piety perforce 

Must yield. — Without there I Sound to horse." 

XXV. 

'Twas bustle in the court below, — 

" Mount, and march forward I " — Forth ihey go ; 



¥ 
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Steeds neigh and trample all around, 

Steel rings, spears glimmer, trumpets sound. — 

Just then was sung his parting hymn ; 

And Denzil turned his eyeballs dim, 

And, scarcely conscious what he sees, 

Follows the horsemen down the Tees ; ^ 

And scarcely conscious what he hears. 

The trumpets tingle in his ears. 

O'er the long bridge they're sweeping now, 

The van is hid by greenwood bough ; 

But ere the rearward had passed o'er, 

Guy Denzil heard and saw no more 1 ^ 

One stroke, upon the Castle bell, 

To Oswald rung his dying knell. 

XXVL 

0, for that pencil, erst profuse 
Of chivalry's emblazon'd hues. 



1 [KS,— " Marks the dark cloud sweep down the Tees.*] 
s [•< This sabordinate yillain thns meets the reward which he 
deserves. He is altogether one of the minor thetchet of the poemf 
bat stiU adds a yariety and a life to the group. He is besides ab- 
fiolately necessary for the derelopement of the plot ; and indeed 
a peculiar propriety in this respect is obserrable thronghont the 
story. No character, and, comparatively speaking, but little 
description, is introdaced that is unessential to the narrative ; 
it proceeds clearly, if not rapidly, Uuppnghout; mkI although the 
plot becomes additionally involved to appearance, m it advances, 
all is satisfactorily explained at the last, or rather explains itself 
by gradual unravelment.** — MofdhJjf Review^ 
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That traced of old, in Woodstock bower, 
The pageant of the Leaf and Flower, 
And bodied forth the tourney high, 
Held for the hand of Emily I 
Then might I paint the tumult broad, 
That to the crowded abbey flow'd, 
And pour*d, as with an ocean's sound, 
Into the church's ample bound I 
Then might I shew each varying mien, 
Exulting, woful, or serene ; 
Indifference, with his idiot stare, 
And Sympathy, with anxious air, 
Paint the dejected Cavalier, 
Doubtful, disarm'd, and sad of cheer \ 
And his proud foe, whose formal eye 
Claim'd conquest now and mastery ; 
And the brute crowd, whose envious zeal 
Huzzas each turn of Fortune's wheel, 
And loudest shouts when lowest lie 
Exalted worth and station high. 
Yet what may such a wish avail? 
'Tis mine to tell an onward tale,^ 

1 [The Quarterly Reyiewer, after quoting from 

** 'Til iiilii»to tell M onward UIe.*> 
to 

** Orinateh ft blofiom from the bonch,'* 
adds, " Aflsnredly, if such lines as these had occurred more fre^ 
quently in Rokeby, it would haye extorted onr nnqnalified ad- 
miration I andalthonghwelamentthatnumeronslittle blemishes 
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Hurrying, as best I can, along, 
The hearers and the hasty song ; — 
Like traveller when approaching home, 
Who sees the shades of evening come, 
And must not now his course delay, 
Or choose the fair, but winding way ; 
Nay, scarcely may his pace suspend. 
Where o'er his head the wildings bend, 
To bless the breeze that cools his brow. 
Or snatch a blossom from the bough. 

XXVIL 

The reverend pile lay wild and waste, 
Profaned, dishonoured, and defaced. 
Through storied lattices no more 
In softened light the sunbeams pour. 
Gilding the Gothic sculpture rich 
Of shrine, and monument, and niche. 
The Civil fary of the time 
Made sport of sacrilegious crime ; ^ 

which might easily be removed* have been suffered to remain , 
that many of the poetical ornaments, though justly conceived, 
are faintly and indistinctly drawn; and that those finishing 
touches which Mr Scott has the talent of placing with peculiar 
taste and propriety, are too sparingly scattered ; we readily 
admit that he has told his ' onward tale' with great vigour and 
animation i and that he has generally redeemed his faults, by 
the richness and variety of his fancy, or by the interest of liu 
Aarracive."] 
1 fThe MS. has not this nor the preceding couplet.] 
IX. T 
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For dark Fanaticism rent 

Altar, and screen, and ornament, 

And peasant hands the tombs overthrew 

Of Bowes, of Kokeby, and Fitz-Hugh.^ 

And now was seen, unwonted sight. 

In holy walls a scaffold dight ! 

Where once the priest, of grace divine 

Dealt to his flock the mystic sign ; 

There stood the block displayed, and there 

The headsman grim his hatchet bare ; 

And for the word of Hope and Faith, 

Besounded loud a doom of death. 

Thrice the fierce trumpet's breath was heard. 

And echoed thrice the herald's word, 

Dooming, for breach of martial laws. 

And treason to the Commons' cause. 

The Knight of Rokeby and O'Neale 

To stoop their heads to block and steel. 

The trumpets flourish'd high and shrill, 

Then was a silence dead and still ; 

And silent prayers to heaven were cast. 

And stifled sobs were bursting fast. 

Till from the crowd began to rise 

Murmurs of sorrow or surprise. 

And from the distant aisles there came 

Deep-mutter'd threats, with Wycliffe's name.* 

* [MS.—** And peasants* base-born hands (yerihrew 

The tombs of Laej and Fitz-Hagh.*»] 
« [MS.—" Muttering of threats, and WyeUffe's name.**] 
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XXVIII. 
But Oswald, guarded by his band, 
Powerful in evil, waved his hand, 
And bade Sedition's voice be dead. 
On peril of the murmnrer's head. 
Then first his glance sought Rokeby's Knight ; ' 
Who gazed on the tremendous sight. 
As calm as if he came a guest 
To kindred Baron's feudal feast, ' 
As calm as if that trumpet-call 
Were summons to the bannered hall ; 
Firm in his loyalty he stood. 
And prompt to seal it with his blood. 
With downcast look drew Oswald nigh, — 
He durst not cope with Rokeby's eye ! — * 
And said, with low and faltering breath, 
" Thou know'st the terms of life and death." 
The Knight then tum'd, and sternly smiled ; 
" The maiden is mine only child, 
Yet shall my blessing leave her head. 
If with a traitor's son she wed." 



I [MS<— " Then from his yictim sought to know 

The working of his tragic show, 

And first his glance/* Ac] 
» [MS.— •* To some high Baron's feudal feast. 

And that loud pealing tmmpet-call 

Wou summons,** &c.] 
3 [MS.— *< He durst not meet his scornful eye.*^] 
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Then Redmond spoke : " The life of one 

Might thy malignity atone, 

On me be flung a double guilt I 

Spare Rokeby's blood, let mine be spilt ! " 

Wyclifle had listen'd to his suit, 

But dread prevail'd, and he was mute. 

XXIX. 

And now he pours his choice of fear 

In secret on Matilda's ear ; 

" An union form'd with me and mine, 

Ensures the faith of Rokeby's line. 

Consent, and all this dread array, 

Like morning dream shall pass away ; 

Refuse, and, by my duty pressed, 

I give the word — thou know'st the rest*' 

Matilda, still and motionless. 

With terror heard the dread address, 

Pale as the sheeted maid who dies 

To hopeless love a sacrifice ; 

Then wrung her hands in agony, 

And round her cast bewildered eye. 

Now on the scaffold glanced, and now 

On Wycliffe's unrelenting brow. 

She veil'd her face, and, with a voice 

Scarce audible, — " I make my choice I 

1 [MS " the blood of one 

Might this maUgnant plot atone.**J 



\ 
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Spare but iheir lives I — ^for aught beside, 

Let Wilfrid's doom my fate decide. 

He once was generous I " — As she spoke, 

Dark Wycliflfe's joy in triumph broke : — 

" Wilfrid, where loiter'd ye so late ? 

Why upon Basil rest thy weight ? — 

Art spell-bound by enchanter's wand ? — 

Kneel, kneel, and take her yielded hand ; ^ 

Thank her with raptures, simple boy I 

Should tears and trembling speak thy joy ? "^- 

" hush, my sire I To prayer and tear 

Of mine thou hast refused thine ear ; 

But now the awful hour draws on. 

When truth must speak in loftier tone.'* 

XXX. 

He took Matilda's hand : ■ — " Dear maid, 
Couldst thou so injure me," he said, 
" Of thy poor friend so basely deem, 
As blend with him this barbarous scheme ? 
Alas I my eflforts made in vain. 
Might well have saved this added pain.' 
But now, bear witness earth and heaven. 
That ne'er was hope to mortal given, 

1 [In place of this and preceding couplet, the MS. hat, 

** Sttoceuftil wai the loheme he pluin'd x 

* KneeU WOMd i take her yielded hand r »] 
« rxs.— ** He kneel'd and took her hand."] 
* LXS.— ** To save the complleated pain."] 
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So twisted ^ with the strings of life. 

As this — ^to call Matilda wife I 

I hid it now for ever part, 

And with the effort bursts my heart.'' 

His feeble frame was worn so low, 

With wounds, with watching, and with wo, 

That nature could no more sustain 

The agony of mental pain. 

He kneel' d — his lip her hand had pressed, — * 

Just then he felt the stem arrest. 

Lower and lower sunk his head, — 

They raised him, — but the life was fled I 

Then, first alarm 'd, his sire and train 

Tried every aid, but tried in vain. 

The soul, too soft its ills to bear, 

Had left our mortal hemisphere, 

And sought in better world the meed, 

To blameless life by Heaven decreed.' 

l[MS.— "5/tfnd«<i."l 

» [MS.—" His lips upon her hands were pren*dt— > 
Just as he felt the stem arrest.^ 
3 [« The character of Wilfrid is as extensirely drawn, and 
eyen more so, perhaps, than that of Bertram. And amidst the 
fine and beautiful moral reflections accompanying it, a deep in- 
sight into the human heart is discernible :^we had almost said 
an intuition more penetrating than eren his, to whom were giyen 
these * golden keys* that 'unlock the gates of joy.» 
* Of horror that and thrllUng fean. 

Or ope the sacred soaroe of sympathetlo tears.* **—BritUk CrUie. 
*'In delineating the actors of this dramatic tale, we have 
little hesitation in saying, that Mr Scctt has been more success- 
ful than on any former occasion. Wilfrid, a person of the first 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Canto VL bokebt 296 

XXXL 

The wretched sire beheld, aghast. 
With Wil&id all his projects past. 
All turn'd and centred on his son. 
On Wilfrid all— and he was gone. 
'' And I am childless now/' he said ; 
'' Childless, through that relentless maid ) 
A lifetime's artis, in vain essay'd, 
Are bursting on their artist* s head I — 
Here lies my Wilfrid dead — ^and there 
Comes hated Mortham for his heir, 
Eager to knit in happy band 
With Rokeby's heiress Redmond's hand. 

importance in the whole management of the plot, exhibits an 
assemblage of qualities not unfrequently combined in real life, 
but, so far as we can recollect, neyer before represented in poetry 
It is indeed a character which required to be touched with great 
art and deUcacy. The reader generally expects to find beanty 
of form» strength* grace, and agility, united with powerful pas- 
sions, in the prominent figures of romance ; because these yisible 
qualities are the most frequent themes of panegyric and usually 
the best passports to admiration. The absence of them is sup- 
posed to throw an air of ridicule on the pretensions of a candi- 
date for lore or glory. An ordinary poet, therefore, would haye 
despaired of awakening our sympathy in favour of that lofty 
nnd generous spirit, and keen sensibility, which at once animate 
and consume the frail and sickly frame of Wilfrid ; yet Wilfrid 
is, in fact, extremely interesting t and his death, though obyiously 
necessary to the condign punishment of Oswald, to the future 
repose of MatUda, and consequently to the consummation of the 
poem, leaves strong emotions of pity and regret in the mind of 
the reader." — Qt»art€rly JieviewJ] 
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And shall their triumph soar o'er all 
The schemes deep-laid to work their fetll? 
No !— deeds, which prudence might not dare, 
Appal not vengeance and despair. 
The murdress weeps upon his bier — 
I 'U change to real that feigned tear I 
They all shall share destruction's shock ;— 
Ho I lead the captives to the block I " — 
But ill his Provost could divine 
His feelings, and forbore the sign. 
" Skve I to the block I— Or I, or they, 
Shall face the judgment^seat this day I " 

\ 

XXXII. 
The outmost crowd have heard a sound. 
Like horse's hoof on hardened ground ; 
Nearer it came, and yet more near, — 
The very deaths-men paused to hear. 
*Tis in the churchyard now — ^the tread 
Hath waked the dwelling of the dead I 
Fresh sod, and old sepulchral stone, 
Return the tramp in varied tone. 
All eyes upon the gateway hung. 
When through the Gothic arch there sprung 
A horseman arm'd, at headlong speed — 
Sable his doak, his plume, his steed.^ 

1 [See Appendix, Note R.] 
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Fire from the flinty floor was spnm'd, 
The vaults unwonted clang retum'd I — 
One instant's glance around he threw. 
From saddlebow his pistol drew. 
Grimly determined was his look ! 
His charger with the spurs he strook — 
All scattered backward as he came, 
For all knew Bertram Risingham ! 
Three bounds that noble courser gave ;^ 
The first has reach'd the central nave, 
The second clear'd the chancel wide, 
The third — ^he was at Wycliffe*s side. 
Full levelled at the Baron's head. 
Rung the report — ^the bullet sped— 
And to his long account, and last, 
Without a groan dark Oswald past 1 
All was so quick, that it might seem 
A flash of lightning, or a dream. 

XXXIII. 
While yet the smoke the deed conceals, 
Bertram his ready charger wheels ; 
But flounder'd on the pavement-floor 
The steed, and down tiie rider bore, 
And, bursting in the headlong sway. 
The faithless saddle-guiihs gave way. 
I [MS.—** Three bounds he made, that noble steed; 

The first the j^*^"*^f** I has freed -J 
I chancel's bound ) 
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'Twos whfle he toil*d him to be freed, 
And with the rein to laise the steed, 
That from amazement's iron trance 
All Wydiffe's soldiers waked at once. 
Sword, halbert, mnsket-bnt, their blows 
Hail'd upon Bertram as he rose ; 
A score of pikes, with each a wonnd. 
Bore down and pinn*d him to the gromid;^ 
But still his struggling force he rears, 
'Gainst hacking brands and stabbing spears ; 
Thrice from assailants shook him free, 
Once gain'd his feet, and twice his knee. 
By tenfold odds oppressed at length, * 
Despite his struggles and his strength. 
He took' a hundred mortal wotmds, 
As mute as fox 'mongst mangHng hounds ; 
And when he died, his parting groan 
Had more of laughter than of moan ! * 
— ^They gazed, as when a lion dies. 
And hunters scarcely trust their eyes, 
But bend their weapons on the slain. 
Lest the grim king should rouse again ! * 
Then blow and insult some renewed. 
And from the trunk the head had hew'd, 

1 [MS.—" OppreBS*d and pinnM him to the ground."] 
9 [MS.—'* And when, by odds borne down at length."] 
« [MS*— ''He borc.»T 

4 [MS.—" Had more of langh In It than moan.**] 
» [MS*—** But held their weaponi ready set. 

Lest the grim king should rouse him yet.*^ 
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But Basil's voice the deed forbade ; ^ 
A mantle o'er the corse he laid : — 
'^ Fell as he was in act and mind, 
He left no bolder heart behind : 
Then give him, for a soldier meet, 
A soldier's cloak for winding sheet." • 

XXXIV. 

No more of death and dying pang, 

No more of trump and bugle clang. 

Though through the sounding woods there come 

Banner and bugle, trump and drum. 

Arm'd with such powers as well had freed 

Young Eedmond at his utmost need. 

And back'd with such a band of horse. 

As might less ample powers enforce ; 

A [MS.-** Bat BmU check'd them with 4lBdain, 
And flnnf % xoMitle o'er the slain.**] 

s [" Whether we see him scaling the cliffs in desperate course, 
and scaring the hawks and the rarens from their nests; or while 
the Castle is on fire, breaking from the central mass of smoke ; 
or amidst the terrific circumstances of his death, when his 

** partinf groan 
Had more of langhter than of moan,* 

we mark his race of terror, with the poet, like the ' dve of tropic 
sun!" 

* No pale gradation! Queneh his rar* 

No twilight dews his wrath alUy, . 

With disk like hattle-target red. 

He rushes to his bomlng bed; 

Dies the wide ware with bloody light. 

Then sinks at onee— and all is night ! ** 

BnUth CVirtcJ 
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Possess'd of every proof and sign 

That gave an heir to Mortham's line, 

And yielded to a father's arms 

An image of his Edith's charms, — 

Mortham is come to hear and see 

Of this strange mom the history. 

What saw he ? — ^not the chnrch's floor, 

Cnmber'd with dead and stain'd with gore ; 

What heard he ? — ^not the clamorous crowd, 

That shout their gratulations loud : 

Eedmond he saw and heard alone, 

Clasp'd him, and sobb'd, " My son, my son T' — • 

XXXV. 

This chanced upon a summer mom. 
When yellow waved the heavy com : 
But when brown August o'er the land 
Call'd forth the reaper's busy band, 
A gladsome sight the silvan road 
From Eglistone to Mortham showed. 



1 [MS.— Here the Author of Rokehy wrote, 

••EndofOantoVL" 
Stanza xxxr. added at the request of the printer and another 
friend, was accompanied hy the following note to Mr Ballan- 
tyne: — 

<*Dbar James, 
"•I send you thist out of deference to opinions so strongly 
expressed ; hut still retaining my own, that it spoUs one effect 
without producing another. 

« W. S-T 
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A while the hardy rustic leaves 

The task to bind and pile the sheaves, 

And maids their sickles fling aside, 

To gaze on bridegroom and on bride, 

And childhood's wondering group draws near. 

And from the gleaner's hands the ear 

Drops, while she folds them for a prayer 

And blessing on the lovely pair. 

'Twas then the Maid of Eokeby gave 

Her plighted troth to Eedmond brave ; 

And Teesdale can remember yet 

How Fate to Virtue paid her debt, 

And, for their troubles, bade them prove 

A lengthened life of peace and love. 



Time and Tide had thus their sway, 
Yielding, like an April day. 
Smiling noon for sullen morrow. 
Years of joy for hours of sorrow ! ^ 

1 ['*Mr Scott has now confined himself within much narrower 
limits, and, hy descending to the soher annals of the seTenteenth 
century, has renounced nearly all those ornaments of Gothic 
pageantry, which, In consequence of the taste with which he dis> 
played them, had heen tolerated, and eyen admired, by modern 
readers. He has subjected his style to a sererer code of criticism. 
The language of the poet is often unconsciously referred to the 
date of the incidents which he relates; so that what is careless or 
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idomatic escapes eensnret as a supposed anomaly <if antique dic- 
tion t and it is, perhaps, partly owing to this impression, that the 
phraseology of * Marmion, * and of the * Lady of the Lake,* has 
appeared to us to be no less faulty than that of the present poem. 

** But, be this as it may» we confidently persist in thinking, 
that in this last experiment, Mr l^tt's popularity will be still 
farther confirmed i because we hare found by experience, that 
although during the first hasty inspection of the poem, under- 
taken for the gratification of our curiosity, some blemishes in- 
truded themselres upon our notice, the merits of the story, and 
the minute shades of character displayed in the conduct of it, 
hare been sufficient, during many succeeding perusals, to awaken 
our feelings, and to reanimate and sustain our attention. 

** The original fiction from which the poem is derived, appears 
to us to be constructed with considerable ability ; but it is on the 
felicity with which the poet has expanded and dramatized it; on 
the diTersity of the characters i on the skill with which they are 
unfolded, and on the ingenuity with which every incident is ren- 
dered siibserrient to his final purpose, that we chiefly found our 
preference of this OTer his former productions. From the first 
canto to the last, nothing is superfluous. The arrival of a noc- 
turnal visitor at Barnard Castle is announced with such solem- 
nity, the previous terrors of Oswald, the arrogance and ferocity 
of Bertram, his abruptness and discourtesy of demeanour, are 
so minutely delineated, that the picture seems as if it had been 
introduced for the sole purpose of displaying the author's powers 
of description ; yet it is from this visit that all the subsequent 
incidents naturally, and almost necessarily flow. Our curiosity 
is, at the rery commencement of the poem, most powerfully ex- 
cited ; the principal actors in the scene exhibit themselves dis- 
tinctly to our view, the dcTelopment of the plot is perfectly 
continuous, and our attention is never interrupted, or suffered to 
relax.**— Quarter^ Beview. 



•* This production of Mr Scott altogether abounds in imagery 
and description less than either of its precursors, in pretty nearly 
the same proportion as it contains more of dramatic incident and 
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eharaoter. Yet some of the pictures wMch it presents are highly 
wrought and Tividly coloured; for example* the terrihly animip 
ted narrative, in the fifth canto, of the battle within the hall, 
and the conflagration of the mansion of Rokeby. 

** ScTeral defects* of more or less importance, we noticed, or 
imagined that we noticed, as we read. It appears like presump* 
tion to accuse Mr Scott of any failure in respect of costume— 
of the manners and character of the times which he describes- 
yet the impression produced on our minds by the perusal, has 
certainly been, that we are thrown back in imagination to a 
period considerably antecedent to that which he intends to cele* 
brate. The other faults, we remarked, consist principally in the 
too frequent recurrence of those which we hare so often noticed 
on former occasions, and which are so incorporated with the 
poet's style, that it is now become as useless as it is painful, to 
repeat the censures which they hare occasioned. 

** We hare been informed that ' Rokeby* has hitherto cireu* 
lated less rapidly than has usually been the case with Mr Scott's 
works. If the fact be so, we are inclined to attribute it solely 
to accidental circumstances ; being persuaded that the defects of 
the poem are only common to it with all the productions of its 
author i that they are even less numerous than in most; and that 
its beauties, though of a different stamp, are more profusely scat- 
tered, and, upon the whole, of a higher order."— Orttteo^ Review. 



*' Such is Rokeby ; and our readers mutt confess that it is a very 
interesting tale. Alone, it would stamp the author one of the 
juost picturesque of Bnglish poets. Of the story, we need hardly 
say any thing farther. It is complicated without being confiised, 
knd so artfully suspended in its unraTelment, as to produce a 
constantly increasing sensation of curiosity. Parts, indeed, of 
the catastrophe may at interrals be foreseen, but they are like 
the partial glimpses that we catch of a noble and well-shaded 
building, which does not break on us in all its proportion and 
in all its beauty, until we suddenly arrive in front. Of the 
characters, we hare something to obserre, in addition to our 
private remarks. Our readers may perhaps hare seen that wt 
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hare frequently applied the term tihtuh, to the eereral person- 
ages of the dnuna. . Now, although this poem possesses more 
Tarietj of well-snstained character than any other of Mr ScotVs 
performances— although Wilfirid will be a farourite with, erery 
loTer of the soft, the gentle, and the pathetic, while Edmund 
offers a fearful warning to misused abilities— and although Red- 
mond is indeed a man, compared to the OranHoun of ih$ Lay^ 
to the WOUm of MourmUmt or to the Malcolm of the Lady of th^ 
Lake ; yet is Redmond himself but a Bkttck compared to Bertram. 
Here is Mr Scott's true and faTourite hero. He has no ' •Making 
kindness * for these barbarians ;— he boldly adopts and patro- 
nises them. Deloraine (it has humorously been obserred) would 
hare been exactly what Marmion was, could he hare read and 
written; Bertram is a happy mixture of both : as great avillain, 
if possible, as Marmion i and, if possible, as great a »eamip 
as Deloraine. His character is completed by a dash of the 
fierceness of Roderick Dhu. We do not here enter into 
the question as to the good taste of an author who em- 
ploys his utmost strength of description on a compound 
of bad qualities I but we must obserre, in the way of pro- 
test for the present, that something must be wrong where 
poetical effect and moral approbation are so much at rariance. 
We leave untouched the general argument, whether it makes 
any difference for po$tkal purposes, that a hero*s Tices or his 
rirtues should preponderate. Powerful indeed must be the 
genius of the poet who, out of such materials as those above men- 
tioned,' can form an interesting whole. This, howerer, is the 
fact J and Bertram at times so oreroomes hatred with admira- 
tion, that he (or rather his painter) is almost pardonable for his 
energy alone. There is a charm about this spring of mind 
which bears down all opposition, ' and throws a brilliant veil 
of light orer the most hideous deformity. This is the fascina- 
tion—this is the variety and vigour by which Mr Scott recom- 
mends barbarous heroes, undignified occurrences, and occa- 
sionally, the most incorrect language, and the most imperfect 
versification — 

** cateh bat his fire—' And yon forglTa Mm aU.** 

MonMy Rmiow. 
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<* That Rokeby, as a whole, is eqaally interesting with Mr 
Soott^s former works, we are by no means prepared to assert. 
But if there be, comparatively, a diminution of interest, it is 
evidently owing to no other cause than the time or place of its 
action— the sobriety of the period, and the abated wildness of 
the scenery. With us. the wonder is, that a period so late as 
that of Charles the First, could hare been managed so dexte- 
rously, and hare been made so happily snbserrient to poetic 
inreution. 

**In the meantime, we hare no hesitation in declaring our 
opinion, that the tale of Rokeby is much better told than those 
of 'The Lay,' or of *Marmion.* Its characters are introduced 
with more ease; its incidents are more natural; one event is 
more necessarily generated by another ; the reader's mind is kept 
more in suspense with respect to the termination of the story ; 
and the moral reflections interspersed are of a deeper cast. Of 
the versification, also, we can justly pronounce, that it is more 
polished than in ' Marmion ' or ' The Lay,* and though we have 
marked some careless lines, yet even in the instance of ' bold 
disorder,* Rokeby can furnish little room for animadversion. In 
fine, if we must compare him with himself, we judge Mr Scott 
has given us a poem in Rokeby, superior to ' Marmion * or ' The 
Lay,* but not equal, perhaps, to *The Lady of the Lake."'— 
.BntwA CWttc] 



I&. 
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APPENDIL 

Note A. 
On Barnard's towersy and Tees^i stream^ ^c. — P. 29. 

" Babnabd CASTLEf" saith old Ldand, " standeth stately upon 
Tees." It is founded upon a very high bank, and its ruins im- 
pend over the river, including within the area a circuit of six 
acres and upwards. This once magnificent fortress derives its 
name from its founder, Barnard Baliol, the ancestor of the short 
and imfortnnate dynasty of that name, which succeeded to the 
Scottish throne under the patronage of Edward I. and Edward III. 
Baliol's Tower, afterwards mentioned in the poem, is a round 
tower of great size, situated at the western extremity of the build- 
ing. It hears marks of great antiquity, and was remarkable for 
the curious construction of its vaulted roof^ which has been lately 
greatly injured by the operations of some persons, to whom the 
tower has been leased for the purpose of making patent shot I 
The prospect from the top of Bailors Tower commands a rich 
and magnificent view of the wooded valley of the Tees. 

Barnard Castle often changed masters during the middle ages. 
Upon the forfeiture of the unfortunate John Baliol, the first king 
of Scotland of that feunily, Edward L seized this fortress among 
the other English estates of his refractory vassal. It was after- 
wards vested in the Beauchamps of Warwick, and in the Staffords 
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of Buckingham, and was also sometimes in the possession of the 
Bishops of Durham, and sometimes in that of the crown. Bichard 
III. is said to have enlarged and strengthened its fortifications, 
and to have made it for some time his principal residence, for the 
purpose of hiidling and suppressing the Lancastrian faction in 
the northern counties. From the Staffords, Barnard Castle passed, 
probably by marriage, into the possession of the powerful Nevilles, 
Earls of Westmoreland, and belonged to the last representative 
of that family when he engaged with the Earl of Northumberland 
in the ill-concerted insurrection of the twelfth of Queen Eliza- 
beth. Upon this occasion, however, Sir George Bowes of Sheat- 
lam, who held great possessions in the neighbourhood, anticipated 
the two insurgent earls, by seizing upon and garrisoning Barnard 
Castle, which he held out for ten days against all their forces, and 
then surrendered it upon honourable terms. See Sadler's State 
Papers, vol. ii. p. 330. In a ballad, contained in Percy's Re- 
liques of Ancient Poetry, vol. i., the siege is thus commemo. 
rated : 



" Then Sir Gtoorge Bowes he straight way rose. 

After them some spoyle to make ( 
These noble erles turned back againe. 

And aye they vowed that knight to take. 



** That baron he to bis castle fled t 
To Barnard Castle then fled he t 

The uttermost walles were eathe to won. 
The erles have won them presentlie. 



** The uttermost walles were lime and brick ; 

But though they won them soon anone, 
Lang ere they wan the innermost walles. 

For they were cut in rock and stone." 

By the suppression of this rebellion, and the consequent forfeit- 
ure of the Earl of Westmoreland, Barnard Castle reverted to the 
crown, and was sold or leased out to Car, Earl of Somerset, the 
guilty and unhappy favourite of James I. It was afterwards 
granted to Sir Henry Yane th^ elder, and was therefore, in aXL 
probability, occupied for the Parliament, whose interest during 
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the Civfl War was so keenly espoused by the Vanes. It is now, 
with the other estates of that family, the property of the Right 
Hononrable the Earl of Darlington. 



Note B. 

The morum^s phmei his visage hide, 

And the huff-coat^ in ample fold. 

Mantles hisfomCs gigantic mould, — P. 34. 

The nse of complete suits of armour was fallen into disuse 
during the Civil War, though they were still worn by leaders of 
rank and importance. " In the reign of King James I.," says 
our military antiquary, '* no great alterations were made in the 
article of defensive armour, except that the buff-coat, or jerkin, 
which was originally worn under the cuirass, now became fre- 
quently a substitute for it, it having been found that a good buff 
leather would of itself resist the stroke of a sword ; this, however, 
only occasbnally took place among the light-armed cavalry and 
Infantry, complete suits of armour being still used among the 
heavy horse. Buff-coats continued to be worn by the city-train- 
ed-bands till within the memory of persons now living, so that 
defensive armour may, in some measure, be said to have termi- 
nated in the same materials with which it began, that is, the skins 
of animals, or leather.** — Gbosb's Military Antiquities, Lond. 
1801, 4to, vol. ii. p. 823. 

Of the buff-coats, which were worn over the corslets, several 
are yet preserved ; and Captain Grose has given an engraving of 
one which was used in the time of Charles I. by Sir Francis Bhodes, 
Bart, of Balbrough-Hall, Derbyshire. They were usually lined 
with silk or linen, secured before by buttons, or by a lace, and 
often richly decorated with gold or silver embroidery. From the 
following curious account of a dispute respecting a buff-coat be- 
tween an old roundhead captain and a justice of peace, by whom 
his arms were seized after the Restoration, we learn that the value 
and importance of this defensive garment were considerable : — 
*^ A party of horse came to my house, commanded by Mr Peebles 
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and he told me he was come for my amis, and that I mnat de» 
liver tiiem. I asked him for his order. He told me he had a 
better order than Oliver used to give: and, cliq>ping his hand 
upon hb sword-lult, he said, that was his order. I told him, if 
he had none bat that, it was not snfficient to take my arms ; and 
then he polled out his warrant, and I read it It was signed by 
Wentworth Armitage, a general warrant to search all persona 
they suspected, and so left the power to the soldiers at their plea- 
sure. They came to us at Ck>alley-Ha]l, about sun-setting; and 
I caused a candle to be lighted, and convey^ Peebles into the 
room where my arms were. My arms were near the kitchen 
fire; and there they took away fowling-pieces, pistols, muskets, 
carbines, and such like, better than 201, Then Mr Peebles asked 
me for my buff-coat; and I told them they had no order to take 
away my appareL He told me I was not to dispute their orders ; 
but if I would not deliver it, he would carry me away prisoner, 
and had me out of doors. Yet he let me alone unto the next 
morning, that I must wut upon Sir John, at Halifax; and, 
coming before him, he threatened me, and said, if I did not send 
the coat, for it was too good for me to keep. I told him it was 
not in his power to demand my apparel ; and he, growing into 
a fit, called me rebel and traitor, and said, if I did not send the 
coat with all speed, he would send me where I did not like well 
I told him I was no rebel, and he did not well to call me so be- 
fore these soldiers and gentlemen, to make me the mark for every 
one to shoot at I departed the room ; yet, notwithstanding all 
the threatenings, did not send the coat. But the next day he 
sent John Lyster, the son of Mr Thomas Lyster, of Shipden* 
Hall, for this coat, with a letter, verbatim thus : — * Mr Hodson, 
I admire you will play the child so with me as you have done, 
in writing such an inconsiderate letter. Let me have the 
buff-coat sent forthwith, otherwise you shall so hear from me as 
will not very well please you.' I was not at home when this 
messenger came ; but I had ordered my wife not to deliver it, but, 
if they would take it, let them look to it : and he took it away ; 
and one of Sir John's bretiiren wore it many years after. Thqr 
sent Captain Butt to compound with my wife about it ; but I 
sent word I ^ould have my own again : but he advised me to 
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take a price for it, and make no more ado. I said, it was hard 
to take my arms and apparel too ; I had laid out a great deid of 
money for them ; I hoped they did not mean to destroy me, by tak- 
ing my goods illegally from me. He said he would make up the 
matter, if I pleased, betwixt us ; and, it seems, had bronght Sir 
John to a price for my coat. I wonld not have taken 10/. for it ; 
he would have given about 42. ; but, wanting my receipt for tlie 
money, he kept both sides, and I had never satisfaction.** — 
Memoirs of Captain Hodgson, Edin. 1806 p. 178. 



Note C. 

Monkton and Mttton told the news. 

How troops of roundheads choked the Ouse, 

And many a bonny Scot, aghast, 

Spurring his palfrey northward, past, 

Cursing the day when zeal or meed 

First lured their Lesley o'er the Tweed^V, 53. 

Monckton and Mitton are villages near the river Ouse, and not 
veiy distant from the field of battle. The particulars of the action 
were violently disputed at the time ; but the following extract, 
from the Manuscript History of the Baronial House of Somer- 
ville, is decisive as to the flight of the Scottish General, the Earl 
of Leven. The particulars are given by the author of the history 
on the authority of his father, then the representative of the 
family. This curious manuscript has been published by consent 
of my noble friend, the present Lord Somerville. 

*^ The order of this great battell, wherin both armies was neer 
of ane eqnall number, consisting, to the best calculatione, neer to 
three score thousand men upon both sydes, I shall not take upon 
me to discryve ; albeit, from the draughts then taken upon the 
place, and information I receaved from this gentieman, who being 
then a volunteer, as having no command, had opportunitie and 
libertie to lyde from the one wing of the armie to the other, to 
view all ther several squadrons of horse and battallions of foot, 
bow formed, and in what manner drawn up, with ev«r} oiImrt 
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drcnmstance relating to the fl^t, and that both as to the Kmg*a 
annies and that of the Parliament*B, amongst whom, nntill the 
engadgmenty he went from statione to statione to observe ther 
order and forme ; bat that the descriptione of this battell, with 
the yarioiiB success on both sides at the beginning, with the loss 
of the ro^ral armie, and the sad effects that followed that misfor- 
tmie as to Ids Mi^estie*s interest, hes been so often done already 
by English authors, little to our commendatione, how justly I 
shall not dispute, seing the truth is, as our principall generall fled 
that night neer fourtie mylles firom the place of the fight, that 
part of the armie where he commanded being totallie routed ; but 
it is as true, that much of the Tictorie is attributed to the good 
conduct of Dayid Lesselie, lievetennent-generall of our horse. 
Cromwell himself that minione of fortune, but the rod of God*s 
wrath, to punish eftirward three rebellious nations, disdained not 
to take orders from him, albeit then in the same qualitie of com- 
mand for the Parliament, as being lievetennent-general to the 
Earl of Manchester's horse, whom, with the assistance of the 
Scots horse, haveing routed the Prince's right wing, as he had 
done that of the Parliament's. These two commanders of the 
horse upon that wing, wisely restrained the great bodies of their 
horse from persuing these brocken troups, but, wheelling to the 
left-hand, falls in upon the naked flanks of the Prince's main 
battallion of foot, carying them doune with great violence ; nether 
mett they with any great resistance untill they came to the 
Marques of Newcastle his battallione of White Coats, who, first 
peppering them soundly with ther shott, when they came to 
charge, stoutly boor them up with their picks that they could not 
enter to break them. Here the Parliament's horse of that wing 
receaved ther greatest losse, and a stop for somet3ane putt to 
ther hoped-for victorie; and that only by the stout resistance 
of this gallant battallione, which consisted neer of four thousand 
foot, untill at length a Scots regiment of dragouns, commanded 
by Collonell Frizeall, with other two, was brought to open them 
upon some hand, which at length they did, when all the ammuni- 
tione was spent. Having refused quarters, every man fell in the 
same order and ranke wherin he had foughten. 
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** Be this execution was done, the Prince returned from the 
persnite of the right wing of the Parliament's horse, which he had 
heatten and followed too farre, to. the losse of the hattell, which 
certanely, in all men*s opinions, he might have caiyed if he had 
not been too yiolent upon the persuite ; which gave his enemies 
upon the left-hand opportunitie to disperse and cut doune his in- 
fantrie, who, haveing cleared the field of all the standing bodies 
of foot, were now, with many of their oune, stand- 

ing ready to receave the charge of his allmost spent horses, if he 
should attempt it; which the Prince observeing, and seing all 
lost, he retreated to Yorke with two thousand horse. Notwith- 
standing of this, ther was that night such a constematione in the 
Parliament armies, that it*s belieyed by most of those that wer 
there present, that if the Prince, haveing so great a body of horse 
intebe, had made ane onfall that night, or the ensueing morning 
be-tyme, he had carryed the yictorie out of ther hands ; for it's 
certane, by the morning's light, he had rallyed a body of ten thou- 
sand men, wherof ther was neer three thousand gallant horse. 
These, with the assistance of the tonne and garrisoune of Yorke, 
might have done much to have recovered the victory, for the 
losse of this battell in effect lost the King and his interest in the 
three kingdomes ; his Mi^estie never being able eftir this to make 
head in the North, but lost his garrisons every day. 

^* As for Grenerall Lesselie, in the beginning of this flight have- 
ing that part of the army quite brocken, whare he had placed him- 
self by the valour of the Prince, he imagined and was confermed 
by the opinione of others then upon the place with him, that the 
battell was irrecoverably lost, seeing they wer fleeing upon all 
hands ; theirfore they humblie entreated his excellence to reteir 
and wait his better fortune, which, without farder advyseing, he 
did ; and never drew bridle untill he came the lenth of licads, hav- 
ing ridden all that night with a doak of drap de berrie about him, 
belonging to this gentleman of whom I write, then in his retinue, 
with many other officers of good qualitie. It was neer twelve the 
next day befor they had the certanety who was master of the field, 
when at length ther arryves ane expresse, sent by David Lesselie, 
to acquaint the general they had obtained a most glorious victory, 
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and that the Prince, with his brodcen troupes, was fled from Toike. 
Thb intelligence was somewhat amageing to these gentlemen that 
had been eTO-witnesses to the disorder of the armie befor ther 
letearing, and had then accompanyed the General in his flight ; 
who, being mnch weaiyed that evening of the battell with order- 
ing of his armie, and now quite spent with his long Joumej in the 
night, had casten himselfe doune upon a bed to rest, when this 
gentleman comeing quyetly into his chamber, he awoke, and 
hastily cryes out, * Lievetennent-coUonell, what newes?' — 'AH 
is safe, may it please your Excellence ; the Parliament's armie 
hes obtained a great victory \* and then deljrvers the letter. The 
Gknerall, upon the hearing of this, knocked upon his breast, and 
sayes, * I would to God I had dyed upon the place! ' and then 
opens the letter, which, in a few lines, gave ane account of the 
victory, and in the dose pressed his speedy retume to the armie, 
which he did the next day, bdng accompanyed some myllea bade 
by this gentleman, who tiien takes his leave of him, and reoeaved 
at parting many expressions of kyndenesse, with promises that he 
would never be unmyndful of hb care and respect towards him ; 
and in the end he entreats him to present his service to all his 
friends and acquaintances in Scotland. Thereftir the Generall 
sets forward in his journey for the armie, as this gentleman did 
for , in order to his transportatione for Scot- 

land, where he arryved sex dayes eftir the fight of Mestoune 
Muir, and gave the first true account and descriptione of that 
great battell, wherin the Covenanters then gloryed soe much, 
that they impiously boasted the Lord had now signally appeared 
for his cause and people ; it behig ordinary for them, duremg 
the whole time of this wane, to attribute the greatnes of their 
success to the goodnes and justice of ther cause, untill Divine 
Justice trysted them with some orosse dispensatione, and then 
you might have heard this language from them, * That it pleases 
the Lord to give his oune the heavyest end of the tree to bear, 
that the saints and the people of God must still be sufferers while 
they are here away, that the malignant party was God*s rod to 
punish them for ther unthankfollnesse, which in the end he will 
cast into the fire:* with a thousand other expresrions and scrip- 
ture dtations prophandy and blasphemously uttered by them, 
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to palliate ther vilUinie and rebellion." — Memane of the Somer- 
vUles. Ediii.1816. 



Note D. 

Bow whistle rash bids tempests roar, — P. 92. 

That this is a general superstition, is well known to all who 
have been on ship-board, or who have conversed with seamen. 
The most formidable whistler that I remember to have met with 
was the apparition of a certain Mrs Leakey, who, about 1636, 
resided, we are told, at Mynehead, in Somerset, where her only 
son drove a considerable trade between that port and Waterford, 
and was owner of several vessels. This old gentlewoman was of 
a social disposition, and so acceptable to her friends, that they 
used to say to her and to each other, it were pity such an excel- 
lent good-natured old lady should die ; to which she was wont to 
reply, that whatever pleasure they might find in her company 
just now, they would not greatly like to see or converse with 
her after death, which nevertheless she was apt to think might 
happen. Accordingly, after her death and funeral, she began to 
appear to various persons by night and by noonday, in her own 
house, in the town and fields, at sea and upon shore. So far 
had she departed from her former urbanity, that she is recorded 
to have kicked a doctor of medicine for his impolite negligence 
in omitting to hand her over a stile. It was also her humour 
to appear upon the quay, and call for a boat But especially so 
soon as any of her son's ships approached the harbour, *^ this 
ghost would appear in the same garb and likeness as when she 
was alive, and, standing at the mainmast, would blow with a 
whistle, and though it were never so great a calm, yet imme- 
diately there would arise a most dreadful storm, that would 
break, wreck, and drown ship and goods." When she had thus 
proceeded until her son had neither ctedit to freight a vessel, nor 
could have procured men to sail it, she began to attack the per- 
sons of his family, and actually strangled their only child in the 
cradle. The rest of her story, showmg how the spectre looked 
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over the shoulder of her danghter-in-Uw while dresdng her haii 
at a looking-glaaa, and how Mrs Leakey the joimger took -cou- 
rage to address her, and how the beldam despatched her to an 
Irish prelate, £unoua for his crimes and misfortnnes, to exhort 
him to repentance, and to iq>prize him that otherwise he would 
be hanged, and how the bishop was satisfied with replying, that 
if he was bom to be hanged, he should not be drowned ;~all 
these, with many more particulars, may be found at the end of 
one of John Dunton*s publications, called Athenianism, London, 
1710, where the tale is engrossed under the title of The Ap- 
parition Evidence. 

Note E. 
The Demon Frigate,^V. 92. 

This is an alludon to a welLknown nautical superstition con^- 
oeming a fantastic vessel, called by sailors the Flying Dutch- 
van, and supposed to be seen about the latitude of the Csg% of 
Good Hope. She is distinguished from earthly vesseb by bear- 
ing a press of sail when all others are unable, from stress of 
weather, to show an inch of canvass. The cause of her wander- 
ing is not altogether certain; but the general account is, that 
she was originally a vessel loaded with great wealth, on board 
of which some horrid act of murder and piracy had been com- 
mitted ; that the plague broke out among the wicked crew who 
had perpetrated the crime, and that they sailed in vain from port 
to port, offering, as the price of shelter, the whole of their ill- 
gotten wealth; that they were excluded from every harbour 
for fear of the contagion which was devouring them ; and that, 
as a punishment of their crimes, the apparition of the ship still 
continues to haunt those seas in which the catastrophe took 
place, and is considered by the mariners as the worst of all pos- 
sible omens. 

My late lamented friend, Dr John Leyden, has introduced this 
phenomenon into his Scenes of Infancy, imputing, with poetical 
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ingenuity, the dreadM judgment to the first sliip which ooin« 
menced the slave trade : — 



aiont wu the ihlp, flrom Benin's palmy ihore 
Zhftt first the welf hi of bartef d capUres bore t 
Bedlmm'd with blood, the son with shrinklnf beunt 
Beheld her bonnding o*er the ocean streams ( 
Bat, ere the moon her silver horns had reared. 
Amid the crew the speckled plafue appear'd. 
Faint and despairinx on their watery bier. 
To OTery Mendly shore the sailors steer t 
Repeird firom port to port, they sue in Tain, 
And track with slow unsteady sail the main. 
Where ne*er the brif ht and buoyant wave is seen 
To streak with wandering foam the sea^weeds gnm* 
Towers the tall mast a lone and leafless tree, 
TiU self-impeUM anUd thelwaTeless seat 
Where sommer breeies ne^er were heard to sing^ 
Nor hovering snow4>ird8 spread the downy wing, 
Fix'd as a rock amid the boundless plain. 
The yellow stream pollutes the stagnant main, 
mi far through night the ftmeral flames aspire^ 
As the red lightning smites the ghastly pyre. 

Btm doom'd by fate on weltering billows roll'd. 
Along the deep their restless coarse to hold. 
Scenting the storm, the shadowy sailors guide 
The prow with sails opposed to wind and tide i 
The Spectre Ship, In llTid glimpsing light. 
Glares baleftil on the shuddering watch at night, 
Onblest of God and man !— Till time shall end* 
Its view strange horror to the storm shall lend.* 



Note F, 

But chief arose his wctor pride., 

When that brave Marshall fought and died.^F, 178. 

The chief yietory which Tyrone obtauied over the En^^ish was 
in a battle fonght near Blackwater, while he betloged a fort garri- 
soned by the English, which commanded the passes Into his coun- 
try. 
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** This captoin and his few wudsn did with no kss oourag* 
ioffer hunger, and, having eaten the few hones they had, lived 
vpon hearbes growing in the ditdies and wals, safSsring all extre- 
mities, till the lord-lieatenant, in the moneth of Angnst, sent Sir 
Henry Bagnal, marBhall of Ireland, with the most choice compa- 
nies of foote and horse-troopes of the En^ish army to victual this 
fort, and to raise the rebeb* siege. When the Engjlish entered the 
place and thicke woods beyond Armagh, on the east side, Tyrone 
(with all the rebeb assembled to him) pricked forward with rage, 
enuy, and settled ranconr against the marshall, assayled the Eng- 
lish, and turning his fall force against the marsball's person, had 
the soccesse to kill him, valiantly fighting among the thickest of 
the rebels. Whereupon the English being dismayed with his 
death, the lebek obtained a great victory against them. I terme 
it great, since the English, from their first arriual in that king- 
dome, neuer had received so great an ouerthrow as this, common- 
ly called the Defeat of Blackewater ; thirteene valiant captaines 
and 1500 common sonldiers (whereof many were of the old com- 
panies which had semed in Brittany vnder General Norreys) were 
slain in the field. The yielding of the fort of Blackewater followed 
this disaster, when the assaulted guard saw no hope of relief; but 
especially vpon messages sent to Captain Williams from our broken 
forces, retired to Armagh, professing that all their safety depended 
vpon his yielding the fort into the hands of Tyrone, without which 
danger Captaine Williams professed that no want or miserie 
should have induced him thereunto."— Ftnes Mobtson's Itine- 
rary, London, 1617, foL part ii p. 24. 

Tyrone is said to have entertained a personal animosity against 
the knight-marshal, Sir Henry Bagnal, whom he accused of de- 
taining the letters which he sent to Queen Elizabeth, explanatory 
of bis conduct, and offering terms of submission. The river, call- 
ed by the English, Blackwater, is termed in Irish, Avon-Duff, 
which has the same signification. Both names are mentioned by 
Spenser in his ** Marriage of the Thames and the Medway." But 
I understand that hb verses relate not to the Blackwater of Ulster 
but to a river of the same name in the south of Ireland : — 
** Swift Ayon-Diiff, which of the Englishmen 
Is called Blackwater."— 
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NOTB G, 
The. Tamat he to great O'Neale.^^. J7^ 

** Eudox. What is that which yon call Tanist and Tanistry ? 
Those be names and terms never heard of nor known to us. 

" Irtn, It is a custom amongst all the Irish, that presently 
after the death of one of their chiefe lords or captaines, they doe 
presently assemble themselves to a place generaUy appointed and 
knowne unto them, to choose another in his stead, where they do 
nominate and elect, for the most part not the eldest sonne, nor 
any of the children of the lord deceased, but the next to him in 
blood, that is, the eldest and worthiest, as commonly the next 
brother unto him, if he have any, or the next cousin, or so forth, 
as any is elder in that kindred or sept ; and then next to them 
doe they choose the next of the blood to be Tanist, who shall next 
succeed him in the said captainry, if he live thereunto. 

" Eudox. Do they not use any ceremony in this election, for 
all barbarous nations are commonly great observers of ceremonies 
and superstitious rites ? 

** Iren, They use to place him that shall be their captaine upon 
a stone, always reserved to that purpose, and placed commonly 
upon a hill. In some of which I have seen formed and engraven 
a foot, which they say was the measure of ihelr first captaine's 
foot ; whereon hee staujling, receives an oath to preserve all the 
ancient former customes of the countrey inviolable, and to deliver 
up the succession peaceably to his Tanist, and then hath a wand 
delivered unto him by some whose proper office that is ; after 
which, descending from the stone, he tumeth himself round, thrice 
forwards and thrice backwards. 

** Eudox. But how is the Tanist chosen? 

** Iren, They say he setteth but one foot upon the stone, and 
receiveth the like oath that the captahie did." — Spenser's View 
of the State of Ireiand^ apud Works^ Lond. 1806, 8vo. vol. viii. 
p. 806. 

The Tanist, therefore, of O'Neale, was the heir-apparent of 
IX. X 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I 



323 APPENDIX TO 

bis power. This kind of saocession appears also to have rogo^ 
lated, in very remote times, the stiooession to the crown of Scot- 
land. It would have been imprudent, if not impossible^ to have 
asserted a minor's right of succession in those stormy days, when 
the principles of policy were summed up in my friend Ifr Words- 
worth's lines:— 

"the food old rule 

Sntteeth themt the simple plan. 
That ther should take who have the power* 

And thcf should keep who can." 



Note H. 
His plaUed hair m elf-locks spread^ f^—VAlb. 

There is here an attempt to describe the ancient Irish dress, 
of which a poet of Queen Elizabeth's day has given us the fbllow- 
ing particulars :— 

** I marraflde in my mynde, 

and thereupon did muse. 
To see a hride of heavenlte hewe 

an ouglie fere to ohnse. 
This hride it to the soUe. 

the hridegroome is the kame. 
With writhed f libhes, like wieked sprits, 

with visage rough and steame; 
With scttlles upon their poallest 

instead of cirlll cappes \ 
With speares in hand and swordes hesydcs, 

to heare olT after olappes i 
With Jaokettes long and large, 

whieh shroud simplicitie. 
Though spitftall dartes which they doheaxe 

importe iniquitie. ' 

Their shirtes he very strange. 

not readiing past the thie t 
With pleates on pleates thd pleated are 

as thick as pleates may lye. 
Whose sleares hang trailing donne 

almost unto the shoe i 
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And with ft m«atell eommoalle 

the Irish karne do foe. 
Now some amongst the lette 

do UM another weede i 
A ooate I meancof ttranie derisek 

which fancy lint did breade. 
Hit ikirts be tery ihorte, 

with pleates set thlclc abont, 
And Irish tWrases moe to put 

their strange protactours oat.** 

I> EHKicK.** Immfft <J Irtlmnd, apnd SoMsns* TrmrU 
Edin. 1809. 4to. Tol. L p. 566. 

Some curious wooden engravings accompany this poem, from 
which it would seem, that the ancient Irish dress was (the bonnet 
excepted) very similar to that of the Scottbh Highlanders. The 
want of a covering on the head was supplied by the mode of plait- 
ing and arranging the hair, which was called the glibhe. These 
glibbes, according to Spenser, were fit marks for a thie^ since, 
when he wished to disguise himself, he could either cut it off 
entirely, or so pull it over his eyes as to render it very hard to 
recognise him. This, however, is nothing to the reprobation 
with which the same poet regards that favourite part of the Irish 
dress, the mantle. 

** It is a fit house for an outlaw, a meet bed for a rebel, and 
an apt doke for a thief. First, the outlaw being for his many 
crimes and villanyes banished from the townes and houses of 
honest men, and wandring in waste places far from danger of 
law, maketh his mantle his house, and under it covereth himself 
from the wrath of heaven, from the offence of the earth, and from 
the sight of men. When it raineth, it is his pent-house ; when 
it bloweth it is his tent ; when it freezeth, it is his tabernacle. 
In summer he can wear it loose, in winter he can wrap it close ; 
at all times he can use it, never heavy, never cumbersome. Like- 
wise for a rebel it is as serviceable ; for in his warre that he 
maketh (if at least it deserve the name of warre), when he still 
fiyeth from his foe, and lurketh in the thicke woods and straite 
passages, waiting for advantages, it is his bed, yea, and ahnost 
his household stuff. For the wood is his house against all wea- 
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thers, and his mantle is his couch to sleep in. Therein he wrap- 
peth himself ronnd, and coucheth himself stronglj against the 
gnats, which, in that coontiy, doe more annoy the naked rebels 
while they keep the woods, and doe more sharply wound them, 
than all their enemies swords or speares, which can seldom come 
nigh them : yea, and oftentimes their mantle serveth them when 
they are neere driven, being wrapped about their left arme, in- 
stead of a target^ for it is hard to cut through with a sword ; be- 
sides, it is light to beare, light to throw away, and being (as 
they commonly are) naked, it is to them all in all. Lastly, for a 
thiefe it is so handsome as it may seem it was first invented for 
him ; for under it he may cleanly convey any fit pillage that 
Cometh handsomely in his way, and when he goeth abroad in the 
night in freebooting, it is his best and surest friend ; for lying, as 
they often do, two or three nights together abroad to watch for 
their booty, with that they can prettily shroud themselves under 
a bush or bankside till they may conveniently do their errand ; 
and when all is over, he can in his mantle passe through any town 
or company, being close-hooded over his head, as he useth, from 
knowledge of any to whom he is indangered. Besides this, he or 
any man els that is disposed to mischief or villany, may, under 
his mantle, goe privily armed without suspicion of any, carry his 
head -piece, his skean, or pistol, if he please, to be always in readi- 
ness."— Spenser's View of the State of Ireland, apud Works, ut 
supra, viii. 367. 

The javelins, or darts, of the Irish, which they threw with 
great dexterity, appear, from one of the prints already mentioned, 
to have been about four feet long, with a strong steel head and 
thick knotted shaft. 

Note I. 

Shane-Dymas wild. — ^P. 185. 

This Shane-Dymas, or John the Wanton, held the title and 
power of CNeale in the earlier part of Elizabeth's reign, against 
whom he rebelled repeatedly 
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** This dueftain is handed down to as as the most proud and 
profligate man on earth. He was immoderately addicted to wo- 
men and wine. He is said to have had 200 tons of wine at once 
in his cellar at Dandram, bat usquebaugh was his favourite liquor. 
He spared neither age nor condition of the fair sex. Altho* so 
illiterate that he could not write, he was not destitute of address ; 
his understanding y^as strong, and his courage daring. He had 
600 men for his guard ; 4000 foot, 1000 horse for the field. He 
claimed superiority over all the lords of Ulster, and called him- 
self king thereof. When commissioners were sent to treat with 
him, he said, * That, tho' the Queen were his sovereign lady, he 
never made peace with her but at her lodging ; that she had made 
a wise Earl of Macartymore, but that he kept as good a man as 
he : that he cared not for so mean a title as Earl ; that his blood 
and power were better than the best; that his ancestors w^e 
Kings of Ulster ; and that he would give place to none.* His 
Idnsman, the Earl of Kildare, having persuaded him of the folly 
of contending with the crown of England, he resolved to attend 
the Queen, but in a style suited to his princely dignity. He ap- 
peared in London with a magnificent train of Irish Galloglasses, 
arrayed in the richest habiliments of their country, their heads 
bare, their hair flowing on their shoulders, with their long and 
open sleeves dyed with saffron. Thus dressed and surcharged 
with military harness, and armed with battle-axes, they afforded 
an astonishing spectacle to the citizens, who regarded them as 
the intruders of some veiy distant part of the globe. But at 
Court his versatility now prevailed ; his title to the sovereignty 
of Tyrone was pleaded from English laws and Irish institutions, 
and his allegations were so specious, that the Queen dismissed 
him with presents and assurances of favour. In England this 
transaction was looked on as the humiliation of a repenting 
rebel ; in Tyrone it was considered as a treaty of peace between 
two potentates." — Camden's Briitania, by Gough. Loud. 1806, 
foL voL iv. p. 442. 

When reduced to extremity by the English, and forsaken by 
his allies, this Shane-Dymas fled to Chmdeboy, then occupied by 
a colony of Scottish Highlanders of the family of MacDonelL He 
was at first courteously received ; but by degrees they began to 
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qnarrel abont the slanghter of some of their friends whom Shane- 
Dymas had put to death, and advancing from words to deeds, 
fell upon him with their broadswords, and cat him to pieces. 
After his death a law was made that none should presnme to take 
the name and title of O'Neale. 



Note K. 



-his page, the next degree 



In that old time to chivaJry.—V. 186. 

Originally the order of chivalry embraced three ranks: — 
1. The Page; 2. The Squire; 3. The Knight ;~a gradation 
which seems to have been imitated in the mystery of freemasoniy. 
But, before .the reign of Charles I. the custom of serving as a 
squire had fallen into disuse, though the order of the page was 
still, to a certain degree, in observance. This state of servitude 
was so far from inferring any thing degrading, that it was con- 
sidered as the regular school for acquiring every quality necessary 
for future distinction. The proper nature, and the decay of the 
institution, are pointed out by old Ben Jonson, with his own 
Torcible moral colouring. The dialogue occurs between Lovell, 
* a compleat gentleman, a soldier, and a scholar, known to have 
been page to the old Lord Beaufort, and so to have followed him 
in the French wars, after companion of his studies, and left 
a^iardian to his son," and the facetious Goodstock, host of the 
Light Heart. Lovel had offered to take Goodstock^s son for his 
page, which the latter, in reference to the recent abuse of the 
establishment, declares as " a desperate course of life : " — 
^ Lo9«tt. call you that desperate, which by a line 

Of inttitotion* ftrom our ancestors 

Hath been derired down to ns, and reeelTed 

In a succession* for the noblest way 

Of breedinf up our youth. In letters, arms. 

Fair mien, discourses, dTU exerdse. 

And all the blason of a gentlemanf 

Where can he learn to vault, to ride, to fsnoo. 
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TomorehlibodyfneeftiUyi toipetk 
Hto tanfn»«« »««» » or to tune hli xnlBd, 
Or Bumnen, more to the hamaony of netnre, 
Th«a in the nnnerlei of nobtltty f 
•• S»$t. Ay, that WM when the nnrtery^ self wm noble. 
And only Tlrtne made It. not the market, 
Th»t tltlee were not rented at the dmm. 
Or common ontery. Goodness fare the greatness. 
And greatness worship i every house became 
An academy of honours and those parts 
we see departed, in the practice, now, 
Qnite trom the institution. 

•• L99M. why do you say so f 
Or think so entiously f Do they not still 
Learn there the Centaur^ skill, the art of Thrace. 
To ridet or. Pollux* mystery, to fence I 
The Pyrrhic gestures, both to dance and spring 
In armour, to be active in the wars! 
To study figures, numbers, and proportions. 
May yield them great in counsels, and the arts 
Grave Nestor and the wise Ulysses practised t 
To make their English sweet upon their tongue, 
At reverend Ohaucer says t 
**flb«f . Sir, you mistake } 
To play Sir Pandarus, my copy hath it. 
And carry messages to Madame cressldat 
Instead of backing the brave steed 0^ mornings. 
To court the chambermaid ; and for a leap 
<y the vaulting horse, to ply the vaulting house : 
For exercise of arms, a bale of dice. 
Or two or three packs of cards to show the cheat. 
And nimbleness of hand ; mistake a doak 
Upon my Lord's back, and pawn it » ease his pocket 
Of a superfluous watch t or geld a Jewel 
Of an odd stone or «o"» twinge two or three buttons 
Prom olfmy lady»s gown . These are the arU 
Or seven Uberal deadly sciences 
Of pagery, or rather paganism. 
As the tides run % to which if he apply him. 
He may perhaps take a degree at Tyburn 
A year the earlier < come to take a lecture 
Upon AanioM *t St Thomas a Watering's, 
And so go forth a laureat in hemp drele r 

Bxjr jomsoh's Jir««* /»», Act L 
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Note L. 

RiMn/^9 lords of martial f coney 

lean count them name hy name^—V, 216. 

The following brief pedigree of this veiy ancient and onoe 
powerfol family, was kindly supplied to the author by Mr Boke- 
bj of Northamptonshire, descended of the ancient Barons o£ 
Rokebj : — 

" Pedigree of the House ofBoTcehy. 

I. Sir Alex. Bokeby* Ent. married to Sir Hninp. liftl^s^ dAUffhter. 

3. B&Iph Bokeby, Esa> to Tho. Lumle7*s daughter. 

8. Sir Tho. Bokeby, Knt. to Tho. Hubbom's daughter. 

4. Sir Balph Bokeby. Knt. to Sir Balph Biggot** daughter. 

6. Sir Thos. Bokeby. Ent. to Sir John d« Helaaan^ dauffhter of Ben* 
net-hall in Holdemess. 

6. Balph Bokeby, Esq. to Sir Brian Stapleton's daughter of Welghlll. 

7. Sir Thos. Bokeby, Knt. to Sir Balph Ury*8 daughter.''^ 

8. Balph Bokeby, Esq. to daughter of Mansfield, heir of Morton.* 

9. Sir Tho. Bokeby, Ent. to Stroode^ daughter and heir. 

10. Sir Balph Bokeby, Ent to Sir Jas. Strangwayes' daughter. 

11. Sir Thos. Bokeby, Ent. to Sir John Hotham'g daughter. 

12. Balph Bokeby, Esq. to Danby of Yaflbrth's daughter and heir.* 

13. Tho. Bokeby, Esq. to Bob. OonstablePs daughter of Cllfl; seijt. 

at law. 

14. Christopher Bokeby, Esq. to Lasscells of Brackenbnrgh'B daughter.* 
ifi. Thos. Bokeby, Esq. to the daughter of Thweng. 

16. Sir Thomas Bokeby, Ent. to Sir Balph Lawson's daughter of Brough* 

17. Frans. Bokeby. Esq, to Faucett's daughter, citlien of London. 

18. Thos. Bokeby, Esq. to the daughter of Wlckliifo of Gales. 



Eigh Sheriffs of Yorkshire. 



1S37. 11 Edw. 3. Balph Hastings and Thot. de Bokeby. 
1343. 17 Edw. S. Thos. de Bokeby, pro. sept, annls. 

1 Liila. s Temp. Edw. sdl. * Temp. Bdw. 3tit 

4 Temp. Heni; 7ml, and firom him Is the house of Skyers, of a fourth brother. 
6 FK»ga him Is the house of Hotham* and of the second brother that had issoti 
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lan. 25 Bdv. 3. sir Tbomas Bokeby, JastidMj of IieUnd for six years t died 

atthecMtleofKilka. 
1407. 8 Hen. A. Thos. Bokeby HUes, defeated and slew the Duke of Northmnber- 

land at the Battle of Bramham Moor. 
1411. 13 Hen .4. Thos. Bokeby MUes. 

1488 Thomas sokeby, Esq. 

1539. Bobert Holgate. Bish. of Landaff. afterwards P. of York, Ld. 

President of the Council for the Preservation of Peace in the 
North. 
1564, 6 Ells. Thomas Tonnge. Archbishop of Yorke, Ld. President. 
30 Hen. 8. Tho. Bokeby, LL.D. one of the council, 
jn. Bokeby, LLD. one of the Council. 
1672. 15'Ellx. Henry Hastings, Earl of Huntingdon, Ld. President. 
JO, Bokeby, Esq. one of the Council. 
Jo. Bokeby, LLD. ditto. 
Falph Bokeby, Esq. one of the Secretaries. 
1 574. 17 Blic . Jo. Bokeby, Precentor of York. 

7 Will. 3. Sir J. Bokeby, Ent. one of the Justices of the Einre Bench. 



The family of De Bokeby came over with the Conqueror. 
The old motto belonging to the family Is /« Bivio Dtxtrm, 
The arms, argent, chevron sable, between three rooks proper. 



There is somewhat more to be found in our family In the Scottish His- 
tory about the aiBdrs of Dun.BrettoQ town, but what it is, and In what 
time, I know not, nor can have convenient leisure to search. But Par- 
son Blackwood, the Scottish chaplain to the Lord of Shrewsbury, recited 
to me once a piece of a Scottish song, wherein was mentioned, that Wil. 
Ham Wallls, the great deliverer of the Scots fh)m the English bondage, 
should, at Dun-Bretton, have been brought up under a Bokeby, captain 
then of the place j and as he walked on a clilT, should thrust him on a 
sudden into the sea, and thereby have gotten that hold, which, I think, 
was about the 33d of Edw. I. or before. Thus, leaving our ancestors of 
record, we must also with them leave the chronicle of Halmesbury Abbey, 
called Euloglum Historlarum, out of which Mr Leland reporteth this his- 
tory, and coppy down unwritten story, the which have yet the testimony 
of latter times, and the fresh memory of men yet alive, for their warrant 
and creditt, of whom I have learned it that in K. Henry the 7th'8 reign, 
one Balph Bokeby, Esq. was owner of Morton, and I guess that this was 
he that deceived the fryars of Bichmond with his felon swine, on which 
a Jargon was made." 

The above is a quotation from a manuscript written by Ralph 
Bokeby ; when he lived is uncertain. 
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To what metrical Sootdah tradition Parson Blackwood alluded, 
it woold be now in vain to enqoire. Bat in Blind Hany's His- 
tory of Sir William Wallace, we find a legend of one Bnkbie, 
whom he makes keeper of Stirling Castle under the English usur- 
pation, and whom Wallace slays with his own hand : — 

**Iii the ffTSftt press WsIIms and Bnkbie met. 
With his good sword » stroke upon him set i 
Derfly to death the old Rnltble he drare. 
Bat his two sons escaped among the lare.** 

These sons, according to the romantic Minstrel, surrendered the 
castle on conditions, and went back to England, but returned to 
Scotland in the days of Bruce, when one of them became again 
keeper of Stirling Castie. Immediately after this achievement 
follows another engagement, between Wallace and those Western 
Highlanders who embraced the English interest, at a pass in 
Glendonchart, where many were precipitated into the lake over 
a precipice. These drcumstances may have been confused in 
the narrative of Parson Blackwood, or in the recollection of Mr 
Bokeby. 

In the old ballad of Chev}' Chase, there is mentioned, among 
the English warriors, ** Sir Raff the ryche Rugbe," which may 
apply to Sir Balph Bokeby, the tenth baron in the pedigree. 
The more modem copy of the ballad runs thus : — 

" Good Sir Ralph Baby ther was slain. 
Whose prowess did snrmoant.** 

This would rather seem to relate to one of the Nevilles of Baby. 
But as the whole ballad is romantic, accuracy is not to be looked 
for. 

Note M. 



'77ie Felon «w.— P. 217. 



The ancient minstrels bad a comic as well as a serious strain 
of romance ; and although the examples of the latter are by far 
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the most numerous, they are, perhaps, the less valuable. The 
comic romance was a sort of parody upon the usual sutjects of 
mmstrei poetry. If the latter described deeds of heroic achieve- 
ment, and the events of the battle, the tourney and the chase, the 
former, as in the Tournament of Tottenham, introduced a set of 
downs debating in the field, with all the assumed circumstances 
of chivalry; or, as in the Hunting of the Hare (see Weber's 
Metrical Bomanees^ voL iiL), persons of the same description fol- 
lowing the chase, with all the grievous mistakes and blunders 
incident to such unpractised sportsmen. The idea, therefore, of 
Don Quixote's frenzy, although inimitably embodied and brought 
out, was not, perhaps, in the abstract, altogether original. One 
of the very best of these mock romances, and which has no small 
portion of comic humour, is the Hunting of the Felon Sow of 
Rokeby by the Friars of Richmond. Ralph Rokeby, who (for 
the jest's sake apparently) bestowed this intractable animal on 
the convent of Richmond, seems to have flourished in the time 
of Henry VII., which, since we know not the date of Friar 
Theobald's Wardenship, to which the poem refers us, may indi- 
cate that of the composition itself. Morton, the Mortham of the 
text, is mentioned as being this facetious baron's place of resi- 
dence ; accordingly, Leland notices, that '* Mr Rokeby hath a 
place called Mortham, a little beneath Grentey-bridge, almost on 
the mouth of Grentey." That no information may be lacking 
which b in my power to supply, I have to notice, that the Mis- 
tress Rokeby of the romance, who so charitably refreshed the sow 
after she had discomfited Friar Middleton and his auxiliaries, was, 
as appears from the pedigree of the Rokeby fSunily, daughter and 
heir of Danby of Taffbrth. 

This curious poem was first published in Mr Whitaker's His- 
tory of Craven, but, from an inaccurate manuscript, not corrected 
very happOy. It was transferred by Mr Evans to the new edi- 
tion of his Ballads, with some well-judged conjectural improve- 
ments. I have been induced to give a more authentic and full, 
though stiU an imperfect, edition of this humorous composition, 
from being furnished with a copy firom a manuscript in the pos> 
I of Mr Rokeby, to whom I have acknowledged my obliga- 
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tionB in the last Note. It has three or four stanzas more than 
that of Mr Whitaker, and the language seems, where they difier 
to have the more ancient and genuine readings. 

The Felon Sow of Bokehy and the Fnars o/Richmcnd, 

Te men that will of annten < winne. 
That late within this land hath beene. 

Of one I will yon tell ; 
And of a sew 2 that wai sea * Strang, 
Alas ! that ever she lived sea lang. 

For felM folk did she whell.^ 

She was mare * than other three. 
The grisliest beast that ere might he. 

Her head was great and gray t 
She was bred in Bokeby wood. 
There were few that thither goed«7 

That came on live 9 away. 



Her walk was endlong 9 Greta sidet 
There was no bren 10 that durst her bide* 

That was Aroe n heaven to hell t 
Nor never man that had that might. 
That ever durst come in her sight. 

Her force it was so fell. 

Ralph of Bokeby, with good will. 

The Fryers of Richmond gave her till,i2 

Full well to garre" them fare » 
Fryar Mlddleton by his name. 
He was sent to fetch her hame. 
That rued him sinei« full sare. 

With him tooke he wlcht men two, 
Peter Dale was one of thoe. 

That ever was brim as beareji^ 

< Both the M.S. and Mr whitaker's copy read mneMton^ evidently a corruption 
of mnilt4r$t adventures, as corrected by Mr Evans.— s Sow, according to provtnelal 
pronunciation.—' 80 1 Yorkshire dialect.)-^ Fele, many 1 Sax.—* AcormptiOB of 
«»«<l, to kUl.-< More, greater.-^ Went.-s Alive.-* Along the side of Greta.— 
i« Bam, child, man in general.— »i From.— w To.—" Make.— »* Since.— »» Fleroa 
as a bear. Mr Whitaker's copy reads, perhaps in oonsequenoe of mistaking tha 
M.S. ** T'other was Bryan of Bear." 



^ 
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And well dnrtUtrIke with sword andknifo, 
Aod flsht fall manly for his life, 
^hat time as mister ware> 



These three men went at Ood's will. 
This wicked sew while they came till, 

Liggan' under a tree ; 
BxLgg and msty was her haire ; 
Bhe raise np with a felon fare,* 

To fight ag^nst the three. 



She was so griaely/or to meete. 
She rare the earth up with her feete. 

And bark came fro the tree i 
When Fryar Middleton her saugh,^ 
Weet ye well he might not laugh. 

Full earnestly look*t hee. 



These men of aunters that was so wight.^ 
They bound them bauldlye for to fight i 

And strike at her full sare t 
Until a kiln they garred her fleo« 
Wold Ood send them the victoryi 

They wold ask him noa mard. 



The sew was in the kiln hole down. 
As they were on the balke aboon/ 

For8 hurting of their feet ; 
They were so saultedd with this sew. 
That among them was a stalworth stew, 

The kiln began to reeke. 



Durst noe man neigh her with his hand. 
But put a rape 10 down with his wand. 

And haltered her full meete ; 
They hurled her forth against her will, 
whiles they came into a hill 

A little f^o the street." 



1 N«ed were. Mr Whitaker reads mu$ur$.—s Lying.—' A fierce countenance oi 
manner.—^ Saw.— ' "Vl^htt brave. The Eokeby MS. reads iinc9unur$t and Mi 
Whitaker, ai»nee$tor$.—9 Boldly.— 7 On the beam above.—* To prevent.—* As 
saulted.— 10 Rope.— u Watling Street. See the sequel. 
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And. then the made them sveh a fray. 
If they should Ure to Doomes^ay. 

They thanowi It n«'er forxett \ 
She hraded< upon every tide. 
And ran on them gapins fiiU wide« 

For nothins would she lett.* 



She gtTe such hrades« at the band 
That Peter Dale had in his hand. 

He might not hold his feet. 
She chafed them to and Aro* 
The wight men was never soe woe. 

Their measure was not so meete. 



She bound her boldly to aUde i 
To Peter Dale she came aside. 
With many a hideous yell i 
She gaped soe wide and cried soe hee» 
The Pryar seid. •• I coi^ure thee.» 
Thou art a ilend of hell. 



** Thou art come hither for some traine** 
I conjure thee to go againe 

where thou was wont to dwell.** 
He sayned? him with crosse and creede. 
Took forth a book, began to reade 

In St John his gospell. 



The sew she would not Latin heare. 
But rudely rushed at the Frear, 

That blinked aU his blee t* 
And when she would have taken her hold 
The Fryar leaped as Jesus wold. 

And healed him» with a tree. 



She was as brimio as any heare* 
For all their meete to labour there,ii 
To them It was no boote i 



1 Dare.-3 Bushed— 3 Leave it— i Pulls.— 5 This line is wanting in Mr Whit- 
bker's copy, whence it has been conjectured that something is wanting after this 
Btansa, whleh now there is no occasion to suppose.—* Evil device.— 7 Blessed. 
Fr.— e Lost his colour.— 9 Sheltered himself.- 1<> Fierce.— ii The MS. reads, <• la- 
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Upon trees and boshee thkt by her itood 
She nuifed m she was wood.i 
And rare them np by roote. 

He Myd, ** AIM, that I was Frearl 
And I ahail be ragged^ in sunder here* 

Hard is mj destinie I 
"WiM^ my brethren in this honre. 
That I was sett in such a stoure,* 

They would pray for me.** 



Tills wioked beast that wrought this woe* 
Tooke that rape Arom the other two. 

And then they fledd all threei 
Then fledd away by WatUng^treet. 
They had no succour but their feet* 

It was the more pity. 



The feild it was both lost and wonne ;5 
The sew went hame. and that ftall soone. 

To Morton on the Oreene ; 
When Balph of Boheby saw the rape,* 
He wistr that there had been debate. 

Whereat the sew had beene. 



He bade them stand out of her way. 
For she had had a sudden fkay,— 

*' I saw never so keene ; 
Some new things shall we heare 
Of her and Middleton the Frear, 

Some battel 1 hath there beene.* 



&o«r wtw«. The text seems to mean, that all their labour to obtain their intended 
meat was of no use to them, Mr whitaker reads, 

** She was brim as any boar. 

And gave a grisly hideous roar. 
To them it was no boot.** 
Besides the want of connexion between the last line and the two former, the 
second has a very modem sound, and the reading of the Rokeby MS. with the 
slight alteration in the text, is much better.— ^ Mad.— 2 Tom, pulled.—* Knew.— 
—* combat, perilous fight.— 6 This stansa, with the two following, and the frag- 
ment of a fourth, are not in Mr whitakers edition.— < The rope about the sow b 
neck.— 7 Knew. 
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But 9XL th»t serred him for nomcbi* 
Hftd ther not better succour sougbtt 

Ther were eenred therefore loe. 
Thai Histreu Bokeby Cftme uion. 
And for her brought shee mcAte fall soone. 

The sew cMne her unto. 



She gftTe her meate upon the flower , 
» « « « « « 



When Fryar Mlddleton came home. 
Bis brethren wm ftall faine ilkone,^ 

And thanked Gk>d of his life ; 
He told them all unto the end. 
How he had foughten with a fiend. 

And lived throoffh mickle strife. 



"We gave her batteU half a day^ 
And stthen* was fain to fly away. 

For saving of our life i* 
And Pater Dale would never blinn,* 
But as fast as could ryn,« 

Till he came to his wife." 



The warden said, " I am fall of woe. 
That ever ye should be torment so. 

But wee with you had beene I 
Had we been there your brethren all. 
Wee should have garred the warle? fall. 
That wrought you all this teyne."* 



Fryar Mlddleton said soon, *' Kay, 
In faith you would have fled away. 

When most mister* had been } 
You will all speake words at hame, 
A man would dingi<> you every ilk ane. 

And if it be as I weine." 

1 This line is almost illegible.-* Each one.-* Since then, after that.-^ The 
above lines are wanting in Mr Whttaker* copy.-* CJease, stop.-* Bun.-' War- 
lock, or wisard.-» Hann.-» Need.-W Beat. The copy In Mr whitakert Histon 
of Craven reads, perhaps better,- 

** The flend would ding you down Ilk one.** 



"1 
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H* lookt 80 ffrlMl7 ftU Ihfti nlffht, 
Ihe wftrden said, **Ton man wUl tighX 

If yon uj <mfht bat good« 
Ton ffoaiti luth griered him so smo. 
Hold yonr tongues and speake noe mare, 

He looks as he were woode.** 



The warden wagedz on the mome* 
Two boldest men that ever were bome» 

I welnet or ever shall be t 
The one was Oibbert Griffin's son. 
Fan mickle worship has he wonne. 

Both by land and sea. 



The other was a bastard son of Spidn^ 
Many a Sarazin hath he slain* 

HU dints hath gart them die. 
These two men the battle undertookoi 
Against the sew, as says the booke. 

And sealed security. 



That they should boldly bide and fightf 
And skomfit her in maine and might, 

Or therefore should they die. 
The warden sealed to them againe, 
And said. ** In feUd if ye be slain. 

This condition make 1 1 



"We shall for you pray, sing, and read 
To doomesday with hearty speede. 

With all our progeny." 
Then the letters well was made. 
Bands boimd with seales brade,* 

As deedes.of armes should be. 



These men of armes that weere so wight. 
With armour and with brandes bright. 



* •• Ton gaest,** may be yon gttt, i. e. that adventure » or it may mean yon ghaist 
or apparition which in old poems is applied sometimes to what is supematurally' 
hideous. The printed copy reads,— •• The beast hath," 4c.-2 Hired, a Torkshire 
phraM--' BIowr-< Broad, large. 

IX. Y 
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Th«y w«iit this tew to Me t 
Bhe made on them alike * fwdi^ 
That far her they vwe eeie ftfei'd, 
1 to flee. 




She came rovliis them egalae % 
That saw the haitard •<m of Spaine* 

He hraded* oat hie brand « 
Vnll splteotisly at her he strake» 
Tor all the fence that he ooold makeb 

She gat sword out of hand i 
And rave in Bonder half hit shlelde. 
And bare him backward in the fsllde. 

He mli^t not her gainstand. 



She would hare rlren hii priTich geare. 
But Gilbert with his sword of werre* 

He strake at her full strong. 
On her shonlder^till she held the swerd i 
Then was good Oflbert sore afer'd* 

When the blade brake in throng.* 



Since In his hands he hath her tane. 
She tooke him by the shonlder bane,^ 

And held her hold fUU fast. 
She strare so stiffly In that stower,* 
That through all his rich armoar 

The blood came at the last. 



Then Gilbert grieved was sea sare. 
That he rare olTboth hide and haire* 

The flesh came fro the bone i 
And with all force he felled her therot 
And wann her worthily in werre« 
And band her him alone. 



And lift her on a horse sea hee* 
Into two panniers well made of a tre« 



1 Boob TSkM A nar.-J Drew ont.-> In the eombat.-« Boim.-a Maetlng. batUo 
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And to Biohmond they 41d hny ; ^ 
When they mw her eome. 
They amis merrily Te Demn, 

The Flyers on that d»y.3 



Aey thanked Qod and St Franek, 
M they had won the best of pris,* 

And nerer a nun was slaine t 
There did never a man more manly. 
Knight Marcus, nor yett Sir Goi, 

Nor Loth of Lovthyane.* 



If ye will any more of this. 
In the Fryers of Richmond His 

In parchment good and fine ; 
And how Fryar Hiddleton that was so kend.< 
At Qreta-Bridge conjured a feind 

In likeness of a swine. 



It Is well known to many a man* 
That Fryar Tlieobald was warden tluui« 

And this fell in his time; 
And Ohrist them bless both farre and neare. 
All that for solaoe list this to heare. 

And him that made the rhime. 



Balph Rokeby with full good will. 

The Fryers of Richmond he gave her till. 

This sew to mend their fare t 
Fryar Middleton by his name. 
Would needs bring the fat sew hame. 
That rued him since full sare. 



1 Hie, hasten.-^ The KS. reads, mistakenly, «Mry day.-s Prioe.-^ The father 
of Sir Gawain, in the romance of Arthur and Merlin. The MS. it thus cwmpi 
ed.- 

More loth of Louth Kyme. 
* Wtfl known, or perhaps kind, well dispoeed. 



I 
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Note N. 

The FUea of O'Neah was A«.— P. 218. 

The Filea, Ollamh Be Dan, was the proper bard, or, as the 
name literally implies, poet. Each chieftain of distinction had one 
or more in his service, whose office was usoaUy hereditary. The 
late ingenious Mr Cooper Walker has assembled a curious collec- 
tion of particulars concerning this order of men, in his Historical 
Memoirs of the Irish Bards. There were itinerant bards of less 
elevated rank, but all were held in the highest veneration. The 
English, who considered them as chief supporters of the spirit of 
national independence, were much disposed to proscribe this race 
of poets, as Edward L is said to have done in Wales. Spenser, 
while he admits the merit of their wild poetry, as '' savouring of 
sweet wit and good invention, and sprinkled with some pretty 
flowers of their natural device," yet rigorously condemns the 
whole application of their poetry, as abased to " the gracing of 
wickedness and vice.'* The household minstrel was admitted even 
to the feast of the prince whom he served, and sat at the same 
table. It was one of the customs of which Sir Richard Sewry, 
to whose charge Richard II. committed the instruction of four 
Irish monarchs in the civilisation of the period, found it most 
difficult to break his royal disciples, though he had also much ado 
to subject them to other English rules, and particularly to recon- 
cile them to wear breeches. " The kyng, my souerevigne lord's 
entent was, that in maner, countenaunce, and apparell of dothyng, 
they sholde use according to the manner of Englande, for the kynge 
thought to make them all four knyghtes : they had a fayre house 
to lodge in, in Duvelyn, and I was charged to abyde styll with 
them, and not to departe ; and so two or three dayes I suffered 
them to do as they lyst, and sayde nothyng to them, but followed 
their owne appetytes : they wolde sitte at the table, and make 
countenance nother good nor fayre. Than I thought I shulde 
cause them to chaunge that maner ; they wolde cause their myn- 
strells, their seruantes, and varlettes to sytte with them, and to 
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eate in their ownd dyssche, and to diinke of their ci^ppes ; and 
they shewed me that the usage of their cimtre was good, for they 
sayd in all thyngs (except their* beddes) they were and lyyed as 
comen. So the foorthe day I ordayned other tables to be couered 
in the hall, after the usage of Englande, and I made these foor 
knyghtes to sytte at the hyghe table, and their mynstrels at 
another horde, and their semaantes and varlettes at anodier byneth 
them, whereof by semynge they were displeased, and beheld each 
other, and wolde not eate, and sayde, how I wolde take fro them 
their good nsage, wherin they had been norished. Then I 
answered them, smylyng, to apeace them, that it was not honour- 
able for their estates to do as they dyde before, and that they must 
leave it, and use the custom of Englande, and that it was the 
kynge's pleasure they shnlde so do, and how he was charged so 
to order them. When they harde that, they suffred it, bycause 
they had putte themselfe under the obeysance of the Eynge of 
England, and parcenered in the same as long as I was with them ; 
yet they had one use which I knew was well used in their cuntre, 
and that was, they dyde were no breches ; I caused breches of 
lynen clothe to be made for them. Whyle I was with them I 
caused them to leaue many rude thynges, as well in dothyng as 
in other causes. Mbche ado I had at the fyrst to cause them to 
weare gownes of sylke, furred with myneuere and gray ; for be- 
fore these kynges thought themselfe well apparelled whan they 
had on a mantelL They rode alwayes without saddles and 
styropes, and with great payne I made them to ride after our 
usage."— Lord Berners' FroissarL Lond. 1812, 4to, vol. ii. 
p. 621. 

The influence of these bards upon their patrons, and their ad- 
mitted title to interfere in matters of the weightiest concern, may 
be also proved from the behaviour of one of them at an inter- 
view between Thomas Fitzgerald, son of the Earl of Kildare, then 
about to renounce the English allegiance, and the Lord Chancellor 
Cromer, who made a long and goodly oration to dissuade him from 
his purpose. The young lord had come to the council *' armed 
and weaponed,** and attended by seven score horsemen in their 
shirts of mafl ; and we art assured that the chancellor, having set 
forth his oration '* with such a lamentable action as his cheekes 
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were all beblubbered with teares, the horsemen, namelle, snch as 
understood not English, began to diidne what, the lord-chanoellor 
meant with all this long drcomstance ; some of them reporting 
that he was preaching a sermon, others said that he stood making 
of some heroicall poetry in the praise of the Lord Thomas. And 
thus as eveiy idiot shot his foolish bolt at the wise chancellor hb 
discourse, who in effect had nought else but drop pretious stones 
before hogs, one Bard de Nelan, an Irish rithmonr, and a rotten 
sheepe to infect a whole flocke, was chatting of Irish verses, as 
though his toong had run on pattens, in commendation of the 
Lord Thomas, investing him with the title of Silken Thomas, 
bicause his horsemens jacks were gorgeously imbroidered with 
silke ; and in the end he told him that he lingered there ouer 
long ; whereat the Lord Thomas being quickened,"^ as HoUin- 
shed expresses it, bid defiance to the chancellor, threw down 
contemptuously the sword of oflBce, which, in his father's absence, 
he held as deputy, and rushed forth to engage in open insurrection. 



Note 0. 

Ah^ Clandeboy! thy friendly Jhor 
Slieve-Donard's oak shall light no more, — P. 218. 

Clandeboy is a district of Ulster, formerly possessed by the 
sept of the O'Neales, and Slleve-Donard a romantic mountain in the 
same province. The clan was ruined after Tyrone's great rebel- 
lion, and their places of abode laid desolate. The ancient Irish, 
wild and uncultivated in other respects, did not yield even to their 
descendants in practising the most free and extended hospitality ; 
and doubtless the bards mourned the decay of the mansion of their 
chiefe in strains similar to the verses of the British Llywarch Hen 
on a similar occasion, which are affecting, even through the dis- 
couraging medium of a literal translation : — 

** snent<breatMng gale^ long wilt thou be heard ! 
There i» scarcely another deserring praise* 
Since Urlen is no more.** 

1 HoUfnshed. Lond. 1806, 4to. vol. tL ik. 291. 
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XMiy ft doff that seentad well the vnr, m4 mtUI Uwk. 
HftTe iMMi trained on thli floor 
Befoie Brlleon became pollnted . . . 

This hearth* ah, will It not be covered with nettles I 

Whilst Its deftnder Uved. 

More congenial to It was the foot of the needy petitioner. 

This hearth, will it not be coTered with green sod ! 

In the lifetime of Owaln and Elphin. 

Its ample caldron bo&ed the prey taken from the foe. 

This hearth, will It not be eorered with toad^stools '• 
Azonnd the viand it prepared, more cheering was 
The clattering sword of the fierce danntless warrior. 



This hearth, will It not be orergiown with spreading brambles t 
Till now, logs of burning wood lay on it. 
Accustomed to prepare the gifts of Beged ! 



This hearth, will It not be covered with thorns I 
More congenial on It would have been the mixed group 
Of O wain's social firlends united In harmony. 



This hearth, will it not be covered over with ants ! 
More adapted to it would have been the bright torches 
And harmless festivities ! 



This hearth, will It not be covered with dock-leaves t 

More congenial on its floor would have been 

The mead, and the talking of wlne^jheered warriors. 

This hearth, will it not be turned up by the swine I 
More congenial to it would have been the clamour of men. 
And the circling horns of the banquet." 

.Etroic £l4g%t$ ^f a^are JSTm, &y OWaa. 
Lend. 1793, 8V0, p. 41. 

** The hall of Oynddylan Is gloomy this night. 

Without flre, without bed— 

I must weep a whUe, and then be sUe&t i 

The hall of Oynddylan is gloomy this night. 
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^tbMt ere, without ouitfld- 

BiMpt Ood doth, who wUl end w ma with putleiwe ! 



Tho hall of CTBddylaa it ffloomy this nlffht. 
Without fin, without beinc lishted- 
Be thoa endroled with Bpie«dinff silence I 

The hftll of Oynddylan, gloomy leems its roof 
Since the tweet smile of hnmftnity Is no more- 
Woe to him thAt sftw it, if he neclecta to do good I 

The hall of Oynddylan, art thoa not bereft of thy appearance 

Thy shield ii in the grave ( 

Whilst he lived then was no broken roof I 

The hall of cynddylan is without love this night. 

Since he that owned it is no more— 

Ah. death : it will be but a short time he will leave mel 

The hall of Oynddylan is not easy this night. 

On the top of the rock of Hydwlth. 

Without its lord, without company, without the clxoUnf feasti 1 

The hall of Oynddylan is gloomy this night, 
without fire, without songs- 
Tears afflict the cheeks I 

The hall of cynddylan is gloomy this night. 
Without fire, without family— 
My overflowing tears gosh out I 

The hall of Oynddylan pierces me to see it. 
Without a covering, without firor- 
My general dead, and I alive myself I 

The hall of Cynddylan is the seat of chill grief this nlgLt« 

After the respect I experienced i 

Without the men, without the women, who leetde Umr I 



The hall of Oynddylan te sUent this night. 
After losing its master— 
The great mercUU God, what shall I do I* 
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Note P. 
LitUecoie EalL-^V. 241. 

The tradition from which the baUad is founded was cuppUed by 
a friend (the late Lord Webb Seymour}, whose account I will 
not do the ii^nstice to abridgCi as it contains an admirable picture 
of an old English haU: — 

** Littlecote House stands in a low and lonely situation. On 
three sides it is surrounded by a park that spreads over the ad- 
joining hill ; on the fourth, by meadows which are watered by the 
river Kennet. Close on one side of the house is a thick grove 
of lofty trees, along the verge of which runs one of the prindpal 
avenues to it through the park. It is an irregular building of 
great antiquity, and was probably erected about the time of the 
termination of feudal warfare, when defence came no longer to be 
an object in a country mansion. Many circumstances, however, 
in the interior of the house, seem appropriate to feudal times. The 
hall is very spacious, floored with stones, and lighted by large 
transom windows, that are clothed with casements. Its walls are 
hung with old military accoutrements, that have long been left a 
prey to rust. At one end of the hall is a range of coats of mail 
and helmets, and there is on every side abundance of old-fashion- 
ed pistols and guns, many of them with matchlocks. Immediately 
below the cornice hangs a row of leathern jerkins, made in the 
form of a shirt, supposed to have been worn as armour by the 
vassals. A large oak table, reaching nearly from one end of the 
room to the other, might have feasted the whole neighbourhood, 
and an appendage to one end of it made it answer at other times 
for the old game of shuffleboard. The rest of the furniture is in a 
suitable style, particularly an arm-chair of cumbrous workmanship, 
constructed of wood, curiously turned, with a high back and trian- 
gular seat, said to have been used by Jud^ Popham in the reign 
of Elizabeth. The entrance into the hallls at one end, by a low 
door, conmiunicating with a passage that leads from the outer door 
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in the front of the house to a qnadnn^e^ within ; st the other, it 
opens npon s fj^ocmy staircase, by which yon asoend to the first 
floor, and, passing the doors of some bedchamhers, enter a nar- 
row gallery, which extends along the back front of the house from 
one end to the other of it, and looks npon an old garden. This 
gallery is hnng with portraits^ diiefly in the Spanish dresses of 
the sixteenth oentniy . In one of the bedchambers, which yon pass 
In going towards the gallery, is a bedstead with blue famitore, 
which time has now made dingy and threadbare, and in the bot- 
tom of one of the bed curtains yon are shown a place where a 
small piece has been cut out and sewn in again, — a circumstance 
which series to identify the scene of the following story : — 

** It was on a dark rainy night in the month of Noyember, that 
an old midwife sat musing by her cottage fire-side, when on a sud- 
den she was startled by a loud knocking at the door. On opening 
it she found a horseman, who told her that her assistance was 
required immediately by a person of rank, and that she should be 
handsomely rewarded ; but that there were reasons for keeping the 
afiiur a strict secret, and, therefore, she must submit to be blind- 
folded, and to be conducted in that condition to the bedchamber 
of the lady. With some hesitation the midwife consented ; the 
horseman bound her eyes, and placed her on a pillion behind him. 
After proceeding in silence for many miles through rough and dirty 
lanes, they stopped, and the midwife was led into a hous^ which, 
from the length of her walk through the apartments, as well as the 
sounds about her, she discovered to be the seat of wealth and 
power. When the bandage was removed'from her eyes, she found 
herself in a bed-chamber, in which were the lady on whose account 
she had been sent for, and a man of a haughty and ferocious as- 
pect. The lady was delivered of a fine boy. Immediately the 
man commanded the midwife to give him the child, and catching 
it from her, he hurried across the room, and threw it on the back 
of the fire, that was blazing in the chimney. The chUd, however, 
was strong, and by its struggles rolled itself upon the hearth, when 
the ruffian again seized it with fury, and in spite of the interoes- 

1 1 think there Is a ohspel on one tide of It, hot »m not Quite ture. 
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iIgd of the midwife, and the more piteous entreaties of the mother, 
thrust it imder the grate, and rakiDg the live coals upon it, soon 
pat an end to Its life. The midwife, after spending some time in 
affording all the relief in her power to the wretched mother, was 
told that she mnst be gone. Her former conductor appeared, who 
again bonnd her eyes, and conveyed her behind him to her own 
home : he then paid her handsomdy, and departed. The midwife 
was strongly agitated by the horrors of the preceding night; and 
she immediately made a deposition of the facts before a magistrate. 
Two drcnmstances afforded hopes of detecting the house in which 
the crime had been committed ; one was, that the midwife, as she 
sat by the bedside, had, with a view to discover the place, cut 
out a piece of the bed curtain, and sewn it in again ; the other 
was, that as she had descended the staircase she had counted the 
steps. Some suspicions fell upon one Darrell, at that time the 
pTopri^x>r of Littiecote-Honse, and the domain around it. The 
house was examined, and identified by the midwife, and Darrell 
was tried at Salisbury for the murder. By corrupting his judge, 
he escaped the sentence of the law ; but broke his neck by a fall 
firom his horse in hunting, in a few months after. The place 
where this happened is still known by the name of Darrell's 
Style, — a spot to be dreaded by the peasant whom the shades of 
evening have overtaken on his way. 

** lattlecote House is two miles from Hungerford, in Berk- 
shire, through which the Bath road passes. The feet occurred 
in the reign fit Elizabeth. All the important circumstances I 
have ^ven exactiy as they are told in the country ; some trifles 
only are added, either to render the whole connected, or to in- 
crease the impression." 

To Lord WebVs edition of tins singidar story the author can 
now add the following account, extracted from Aubrey's Corre- 
spondence. It occurs among other particulars respecting Sir John 
Popham: — 

(•Sir DayreO, of littiecote, in Com. THlts, having gott 

his lady's waiting-woman with child, when her travell came, sent a 
servant with a horse for a midwife, whom he was to bring hood- 
whiked. She wu brought, and layd the woman, bnt as soon as 
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the child was bom, she sawe the knight take the difld and muw 
ther it, and bom it in the fire in the chamber. She having done 
her boslnesse, was extraordinarily rewarded for her paines, and 
sent blindfolded away. This horrid action did mnch run in ha 
mind, and she had a desire to disooyer it, bat knew not where 
'twas. She considered with herMlf the time that she was riding, 
and how many miles she might hay e rode at that rate in that time^ 
and that it must be some great person's house, for the roome was 12 
foot high ; and she should know the chamber if she sawe it She 
went to a Justice of Peace, and search was made. The yery 
chamber found. The Knight was brought to his tryaU; and to 
be short, this Judge had this noble house, parke and manner, and 
(I thinke) more, for a bribe to saye his life. 

** Sir John Popham gaye sentence according to lawe, but befog 
a great person, and a fiftyourite, he procured a noli prosequi,** 

With this tale of terror the author has combined some dream- 
stances of a dmihur legend, which was current at Edinbui]^ 
during his childhood. 

About the beginning of the dghteenth century, when the large 
castles of the Scottish nobles, and eyen the secluded hotels, like 
those of the French noblesse, which they possessed in Edinburgh, 
were sometimes the scenes of strange and mysterious transactions^ 
a divine of singular sanctity was called up at midnight to pray 
with a person at the point of death. This was no unusual sum- 
mons ; but what followed was alarming : He was put into a sedan- 
chair, and after he had been transported to a remote part of the 
town, the bearers insisted upon his being blindfolded. The re- 
quest was enforced by a cocked pistol, and submitted to ; but in 
the coiuse of the discussion, he conjectured, from the phraaee 
employed by the chairmen, and from some part of their dress, 
not completely concealed by their doaks, that they were greatly 
above the Jienial station they had assumed. After many turns 
and windings, the chair was carried up stairs into a lodging^ 
where his eyes were uncovered, and he was introduced into a 
bedroom, where he found a lady, newly delivered of an iniknt. 
He was commanded by his attendants to say such prayers by her 
bedside as were fitting for a person not expected to sarviw a 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ROKEBY. 849 

mortal disorder. He ventored to remonstrate, and observe, that 
her safe deliyery warranted better hopes. But he was sternly 
commanded to obey the orders first given, and with difficnlty re- 
collected himself snfiSclently to acqnit himself of the task imposed 
on him. He was then again hurried into the chair ; bnt as they 
conducted him down stairs, he heard the report of a pistol. He 
was safely conducted home ; a purse of gold was forced upon him ; 
but he was warned, at the same time, that the least allusion to 
this dark transaction would cost him his life. He betook himself 
to rest, and, after long and broken musing, fell into a deep sleep. 
From this he was awakened by his servant, with the dismal news 
that a fire of uncommon fury had broken out in the house of * * 
* *, near the head of the Canongate, and that it was totally con- 
sumed; with the shocking addition, that the daughter of the 
proprietor, a young lady eminent for beauty and accomplishments, 
had perished in the flames. The clergyman had his suspicions, 
but to have made them public would have availed nothing. He 
was timid ; the family was of the first distinction ; above all, the 
deed was done, and could not be amended. Time wore away, 
however, and with it his terrors. He became unhappy at being 
the solitary depositary of this fearful mystery, and mentioned it 
to some of his brethren, through whom the anecdote acquired a 
sort of publicity. The divine, however, had been long dead, and 
the story in some degree forgotten, when a fire broke out again 
on the very same spot where the house of * * * * had formerly 
stood, and which was now occupied by buildings of an inferior 
description. When the flames were at their height, the tumult, 
which usually attends such a scene, was suddenly suspended by 
an unexpected apparition. A beautiful female, in a night dress, 
extremely rich, but at least half a century old, appeared in the 
very midst of the fire, and uttered these tremendous words in her 
vernacular idiom : " Anes burned, twice burned; the third time 
ril scare you all ! ** The belief in this story was formerly so 
strong, that on a fire breaking out, and seeming to approach the 
fatal spot, there was a good deal of anxiety testified, lest the ap- 
parition should make good her denunciation. 
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Note Q. 

As thiek a tmoke Iheae hearths have gvoen 
At HcMow-tide or CkristnuU'even, — P. 247. 

Such an exhortation was, in similar drcumstanoes, actuaOj 
given to his followers by a Wekh chieftain : 

^* Enmity did continue betweene Howell ap Bys ap Howell 
Yaughan and the sonnes of John ap Meredith. After the death 
of Even ap Rebert, Griffith ap Gronw (cosen-german to 
John ap Meredith's sonnes of Gwynfryn, who had long served in 
France, and had charge there) comeing home to live in the 
conntrey, it happened that a servant of his, comeing to fish in 
Stymllyn, his fish was taken away, and the fellow beaten by 
Howell ap Rys hb servants, and by his commandment. Griffith 
ap John ap Gronw took the matter in such dudgeon that he 
challenged Howell ap Rys to the field, which he refusing, assem- 
bling his cosins John ap Meredith*s sonnes and his friends together, 
assaulted Howell in his own house, after the manor he had scene 
in the French warres, and consumed with fire bis bames and his 
out-houses. Whilst he was thus assaulting the hall, which How- 
el ap Rys and many other people kept, being a very strong house, 
he was shot, out of a crevice of the house, through the sight of his 
beaver into the head, and slayne outright, being otherwise armed 
at all points. Notwithstanding his death, the assault of the 
house was continued with great vehemence, the doores fired 
with great burthens of straw ; besides this, the smoake of the out- 
houses and bames not farre distant annoyed greatly the defend- 
ants, for that most of them lay under boordes and benches upon 
the floore, in the haH, the better to avoyd the smoake. During 
this scene of confusion onely the old man, Howell ap Rys, 
never stooped, but stood valiantly in the middest of the floore, 
armed with a gleve in his hand, and called unto them, and 
bid * them arise like men, for shame, for he had knowne 
there as great a smoake in that hall upon Christmas-even.' In 
the end, seeing the house could noe longer defend them, being 
overlayed with a multitude, upon parley betweene them, Howell ap 
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Bys was content to jreald himself prisoner to Morris ap John ap 
Meredith, John ap Meredith's eldest sonne, soe as he would swear 
unto him to bring him safe to Carnarvon Castle, to abide the trial! 
of the law for the death of Graff* ap John ap Gronw, who was 
cosen-german removed to the said Howell ap Rjs, and of the very 
same house he was ot Which Morris ap John ap Meredith un- 
dertaking, did put a guard about the said Howell of his trustiest 
friends and servants, who kept and defended him from the rage of 
his kindred, and espedallj of Owen ap John ap Meredith, his bi^o- 
ther, who was veiy eager against him. They passed by leisure 
thence like a campe to Carnarvon : the whole countrie being as- 
sembled, Howell his friends posted a horseback from one place or 
other by the way, who brought word that he was come thither 
safe, for they were in great fear lest he should be murthered, and 
that Morris ap John ap Meredith could not be able to defend him, 
neither durst any of Howell's friends be there, for fear of the 
kindred. In the end, being delivered by Morris ap John ap 
Meredith to the constable of Carnarvon Castle, and there kept 
safely in ward untill the assises, it fell ont by law, that the burn- 
ing of Howell's houses, and assaulting him in his owne bouse, was 
a more haynous offence in Morris ap John ap Meredith and the 
rest, than the death of Graff* ap John ap Gronw in Howell, who 
did it in his own defence ; whereupon Morris ap John ap Me- 
redith, with thirty-five more, were indicted of felony, as appeareth 
by the copie of the indictment, which I had from the records.'*— 
Sm John Wynne's History of the Givydir Family, Loud. 1770, 
8vo. p. 116. 

Note R. 

A Horseman amCd^ at headlong speed. — P. 296. 

This, and what follows, is taken from a real achievement of 
Mi^or Robert Philipson, called, from his desperate and adventu- 
rous courage, Robin the Devil ; which, as being very inaccurately 
noticed in this note upon the first edition, shall be now given in a 
more authentic form. The chief place of his retreat was not Lord's 
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Island, in Derwentwster, but Gnrweo's Idand, in the Laka of 
Windermere. — 

''This island formed j belonged to the PhUipsons, a family of 
note in Westmoreland. During the Civil Wars, two of them, an 
elder and a younger brother, served the King. The former, who 
was the proprietor of it, oonmianded a regiment ; the latter was 
a major. 

*' The mt^or, whose name was Robert, was a man of great 
spirit and enterprise ; and for his many feats of personal bravery 
had obtained, among the Oliverians of those parts, the appellation 
of Bobin the Devil. 

" After the war had subsided, and the direful effects of public 
opposition had ceased, revenge and malice long kept aHve the ani- 
mosity of individuals. Ck)lonel Briggs, a steady friend to usurpa- 
tion, resided at this time at Kendal, and, under the double cha- 
racter of a leading magistrate (for he was a Justice-of-Peace) and 
an active commander, held the country in awe. This person 
having heard that Major Pbilipson was at his brother's house on 
the island in Windermere, resolved, if possible, to seize and punish 
a man who had made himself so particularly obnoxious. How it 
was conducted, my authority * does not inform us — whether he 
got together the navigation of the lake, and blockaded the place 
by sea, or whether he landed and carried on his approaches in 
form. Neither do we learn the strength of the garrison within, 
nor of the works without. All we learn is, that Major Philipson 
endured a siege of eight months with great gallantry, till his 
brother, the Colonel, raised a party and relieved him. 

" It was now the Major's turn to make reprisals. He put him- 
self, therefore, at the head of a little troop of horse, and rode to 
Kendal. Here, being informed that Colonel Briggs was at prayers 
(for it was on a Sunday morning), he stationed his men properly 
m the avenues, and himself armed, rode directly into the church. 
It probably was not a regular church, but some large place of 
meeting. It is said he intended to seize the Colonel and carry 
him off; but as this seems to have been totally impracticable, it 

^ Dr Barn's History of Westmonland. 
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fs rather probable that his intention was to kill him on the spot, 
and in the midst of the concision to escape. Whatever his in- 
tention was, it was firostrated, for Briggs happened to be else- 
where. 

**The congregation, as might be expected, was thrown into 
great confusion on seeing an armed man on horseback make his 
appearance among them ; and the Major, taking advantage of 
their astonishment, turned his horse round, and rode quietly 
out. But having given an alarm, he was presently assaulted 
as he left the assembly, and being seized, his girths were cut, 
#nd he was unhorsed. , 

** At this instant his party made a furious attack on the assail- 
ants, and the Mi^or killed with his own hand the man who had 
seized him, clapped the saddle, ungirthed as it was, upon liis 
horse, and, vaulting into it, rode full speed through the streets 
of Kendal, calling his men to follow him ; and, with his whole 
party, made a safe retreat to his asylum in the lake. The action 
marked the man. Many knew him: and they who did not, 
knew as well from the exploit that it could be nobody but Bobin 
the DeviL" 



END OP NOTES TO ROKEBT. 
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I^rhe Yision of Don Roderick appeared in 4to, in Jane, 1811; 
and in fhe coone of the same year was also inserted in the 2d 
Toinme of the Edinhnrgh Annual B^gister — ^which woA was 
the property of Bir Walter Soott'a then publishers. Messrs John 
BiUantyne and Co.] 
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PREFACE 

TO 

THE VISION OF DON RODERICK. 



The following Poem is founded upon a Spanish 
Tradition, particularly detailed in the Notes; 
but bearing, in general, that Don Boderick, the 
last Gothic King of Spain, when the Invasion of 
the Moors was impending, had the temerity to 
descend into an ancient vault, near Toledo, the 
opening of which had been denounced as fatal to 
the Spanish Monarchy. The legend adds, that 
his rash curiosity was mortified by an emble- 
matical representation of those Saracens who, in 
the year 714, defeated him in battle, and re- 
duced Spain under their dominion. I have pre- 
sumed to prolong the Vision of the Bevolutions 
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of Spain down to the present eyentfol crisis of 
the Peninsula ; and to divide it, hy a supposed 
change of scene, into Three Periods. The 
First of these represents the Invasion of the 
Moors, the Defeat and Death of Roderick, and 
closes with the peacefdl occupation of the country 
hy the Victors. The Second Period emhraces 
the state of the Peninsula, when the conquests 
of the Spaniards and Portuguese in the East 
and West Indies had raised to the highest pitch 
the renown of their arms ; sullied, however, by 
superstition and cruelty. An allusion to the 
inhumanities of the Inquisition terminates this 
picture. The Last Part of the Poem opens 
with the state of Spain previous to the unparal- 
leled treachery of Bonaparte ; gives a sketch 
of the usurpation attempted upon that unsus- 
picious and friendly kingdom, and terminates 
with the arrival of the British succours. It may 
be farther proper to mention, that the object of 
the Poem is less to commemorate or detail par- 
ticular incidents, than to exhibit a general and 
impressive picture of the several periods brought 
upon the stage. 

I am too sensible of the respect due to the 
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Public, especially by one who has already expe- 
rienced more than ordinary indulgence, to offer 
any apology for the inferiority of the poetry to 
the subject it is chiefly designed to commemo- 
rate. Tet I think it proper to mention, that 
while I was hastily executing a work, written 
for a temporary purpose, and on passing events, 
the task was most cruelly interrupted by the 
successiye deaths of Lord President Blair,i 
and Lord Viscount Melville. In those 
distinguished characters, I had not only to regret 
persons whose lives were most important to 
Scotland, but also whose notice and patronage 
honoured my entrance upon active life ; and, I 
may add, with melancholy pride, who permitted 

* [The Right Hon. Robert Blair of Avontoun, Presi- 
dent of the Court of Session, was the son of the Rev. 
Robert Blwr, author of *' The Grave." After long filling 
the office of Solidtor-Greneral in Scotland with high di»- 
tinction, he was elevated to the Presidency in 1808. He 
died very suddenly on the 20th May 1811, m the 70th 
year of his age ; and his intimate fiiend, Henry Dundas, 
first Viscount Melville, having gone into Edinburgh on 
purpose to attend hb remains to the grave, was taken ill 
not less suddenly, and died there the very hour that the 
funeral took place, on the 28th of the same month.] 
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my more advanced age to claim no common 
share in their friendship. Under such interrup- 
tions, the following verses, which my best and 
happiest efforts must have left far unworthy of 
their theme, have, I am myself sensible, an ap- 
pearance of negligence and incoherence, which, 
in other circumstances, I might have been able 
to remove. 

Edinbdbob, Jwm 24, 1811 
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INTRODUCTION. 



L . 

Lives there a strain, whose sounds of mounting fire 

May rise distinguish'd o'er the din of war ; 
Or died it with yon Master of the Lyre, 

Who sung beleaguer'd IKon's evil star ? ^ 
Such, Wellington, might reach thee from afar, 

Wafting its descant wide o'er Ocean's range ; 
Nor shouts, nor clashing arms, its mood could mar, 

All as itswell'd t'wixt each loud trumpet-change," 
That clangs to Britain victory, to Portugal revenge I * 

• [MS.— *• Who sung the changes of the Phrygian Jar.*»] 
s DUS.— " Claiming thine ear 'twlzt eaoh lond trnmpet«hange.«l 
> [The too monotonous close of the stanza is sometimes diver- 
sified by the adoption of the fourteen-foot Terse,— a license in 
poetry, which, since Dryden, has (we beUeve) been altogether 
abandoned, but whichis nevertheless very deserring of reviyal, so 
long as it is only rarely and judiciously used. The rery first 
stanza in this poem affords an instancy of it— and, introduced thus 
in the Tery front of the battle, we cannot help considering it as a 
faulty espedaUy clogged as it is with the association of a defec- 
tive rhyme — ehang&-^ev€nge:* — Critical Bwiewt Aug, 181L] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



366 THE VISION OF DON BODERICK. 

II. 

Yes ! such a strain, with all o*er-pouring measure. 

Might melodize with each tumultuous sound, 
Each voice of fear or triumph, wo or pleasure, 

That rings Mondego's ravaged shores around ; 
The thundering cry of hosts with conquest crown'd. 

The female shriek, the ruin'd peasant's moan, 
The shout of captives from their chains unbound, 

The foil*d oppressor*s deep and sullen groan, 
A Nation's choral hymn for tyranny overthrown. 

III. 

But we, weak minstrels of a laggard day. 

Skilled but to imitate an elder page. 
Timid and raptureless, can we repay ^ 

The debt thou claim'st in this exhausted age ? 
Thou givest our lyres a theme, that might engage 

Those that could send thy name o'er sea and land. 
While sea and land shall last ; for Homer's rage 

A theme ; a theme for Milton's mighty hand — 
How much unmeet for us, a faint degenerate band ! * 

IV. 

Ye mountains stem I within whose rugged breast 
The friends of Scottish freedom found repose ; 

1 [MS.—" UnformM for rapture* how shaU we repay."] 
3 [MS.—** Thoa givest our Terse a theme that might engage 
Lyres that could richly yield thee hack its due; 
A themcf might kindle Homer*s mighty rage ; 
A theme, more grand than Maro ever knew — 
How much unmeet for us> degenerate, fraU» and few!"] 
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Ye torrents ! whose hoarse sounds have soothed 
their rest, 
Returning from the field of vanquished foes ; 
Say have ye lost each wild majestic close, 

That erst the choir of Bards or Druids flung ; 
What time their hymn of victory arose, 
AndCattraeth's glens with voice of triumph rung, 
And mystic Merlin harp'd, and grey-hair'd Llywarch 
sung I * 

1 This locaUty may startle those readers who do not recoUect 
that much of the ancient poetry preserred in Wales refers less 
to the history of the PrincipaUty to which that name is now 
limited, than to events which happened in the north-west of 
England, and sonth-west of Scotland, where the Britons for a 
long time made a stand against the Saxons. The battle of 
Gattraeth, lamented by the celebrated Anenrin, is supposed by 
the learned Dr Leyden to have been fought on the skirts of 
Ettrick Forest. It is known to the English reader by the para- 
phrase of Gray, beginning, 

** Had I bat the tonent's mifht. 

With headlong rage and wild aftight/* Ae. 

Bnt it is not so generally known that the champions, mourned 
in this beautiful dirge, were the British inhabitants of Edin- 
burgh, who were cut off by the Saxons of Deiria, or Northum- 
berland, about the latter part of the sixth century. — Turner's 
History of the Anglo-Saxons, edition 1799, vol. i. p. 222.— Llywarch, 
the celebrated bard and monarch, was Prince of Argood, in 
Cumberland { and liis youthful exploits were performed upon 
the Border, although in his age he was driren into Fowls by the 
successes of the Anglo-Saxons. As for Merlin Wyllt> or the 
Savage, his name of Caledonia, and his retreat into the Caledo- 
nian wood, appropriate him to Scotland. Fordun dedicates the 
thirty-first chapter of the third book of his Scoto-Chronicon, to 
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V. 

! if your wilds sncli minstrelsy retain. 

As sure your changeful gales seem oft to saj. 
When sweeping wild and sinking soft again. 

Like trumpet-jubilee, or harp's wild sway ; 
If ye can echo such triumphant lay. 

Then lend the note to him has loved you long ! 
Who pious gathered each tradition grey. 

That floats your solitary wastes along. 
And with affection vain give them new voice in song. 

a narration of tbe death of this celebrated bard and prophet 
near Dmmelzier, a Tillage npon Tweed, which is supposed to 
hare derived its name (quoM Tumuhu MerUni ) from the erent. 
The particular spot in which he is bnried is still shewn, and 
appears, from the following quotation, to have partaken of his 
prophetic qualities :~'' There is one thing remarkable here, 
which is, that the bum called Pausayl runs by the east side of 
this churchyard into the Tweed ; at the side of which bum, a 
little below the churchyard, the famous prophet Merlin is said 
to be buried. The particular place of his grare, at the root of 
a thorn-tree, was shewn me, many years ago, by the old and 
rererend minister of the place, Mr Richard Brown % and here 
was the old prophecy fulfilled, deliyered in Scots rhyme to this 
purposes — 

' whan Tweed and PauMjl meet %\ Kerlin's grave, 
Scotland and England shall one Konarch have.* 

** For, the same day that our King James the Sixth was crowned 
King of England, the rirer Tweed, by an extraordinary flood, 
so far overflowed its banks, that it met and joined with the 
Pausayl at the said grave, which was never before observed to 
fall out.*'->PBNNYOUlCK*8 DeaoripUon of TwteddaU. Edin. 1716. 
iv. p. 26. 
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VL 

For not till now, how oft soe'er the task 

Of truant verse hath lightened graver care, 
From Muse or Sylvan was he wont to ask, 

In phrase poetic, inspiration fair ; 
Careless he gave his numbers to the air. 

They came unsought for, if applauses came ; 
Nor for himself prefers he now the prayer ; 

Let but his verse befit a heroes fame. 
Immortal be the verse I — ^forgot the poef s name* 

VIL 

Hark, from yon misty cairn their answer tost : ^ 

'^ Minstrel ! the fame of whose romantic lyre, 
Capricious-swelling now, may soon be lost. 

Like the light flickering of a cottage fire : 
If to such task presumptuous thou aspire. 

Seek not from us the meed to warrior due : 
Age after age has gathered son to sire, 

Since our grey cliffs the din of conflict knew, 
Or, pealing through our vales, victorious bugles blew. 

VIIL 
" Decay'd our old traditionary lore. 

Save where the lingering fays renew their ring, 
By milk-maid seen beneath the hawthorn hoar^ 



1 [MS. — **Hark, from grey Needpatli's mists, tbeBrothers^coini. 
Hark, from the Brothers* cairn the answer tost.**] 
IX. 2 A 
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Or round the marge of Mmchmofe's bannted 
spring:^ 
Saye where thttr legends giej-baii^dfllieplieEdesmg^ 
That new scarce win a listffgiing ear bnt flunc!. 
Of feuds objure, and Border laTagin^ 
And nigged deeds recount in ragged Irae, 
Of moonfight foray made on TeTiot, Tweed, or Tyne. 

IX. 

^^ No t search romantic lands, where te near Son 

Gives with unstinted boon ethereal flame. 
Where the rude viUager, his labour done. 

In Terse spontaneous* chant8s<MBe&TouredBamey 
Whether Olalia's charms his tribute ekim, 

Her eye of diamond, and her locks of jet; 
Or 1«rhether, kindling at the dee^ of CrraoM,* 

He sing, to wild Moriseo measure set^ 
Old Albinos red claymore, green Erin's bayonet ! 

1 [A belief in ihe esktenee and noctvnul iwtis of Hm eyries 
stUl Ungen among the Tiilgar in Selkirkshire. A copfama fova* 
tain npon the ridge of Minchmore, called the Cheeaewell, is aap- 
posed to be sacred to these fancifnl spirits, and it waa cnatMnary 
to propitiate them by throwing in something npon petaiwg it. 
A pin was the nsnal oblation ; and the eeremon j is stiU soaM- 
timea practised, though rather in jest than earnest. 

< The flexibiUty of the Italian and Spanish laagmagaa^ and 
perhaps the liveliness of their genhu, renders these OMmtriea 
distinguished for the talent of improvisation, vdiieh is found 
eren among the lowest of the people. It is mentioned by Baietti 
and other traveUert. 

s Oyera aaae sacred liiwages to heroie Terssb a poet may be 
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'' Explore those regions, where the flinty crest 

Of wild Nevadu ever gleams wiili sno'ws, 
Where in the proud Alhambrfl's tdn'd bi^dast 

Barbario monuments of pomp repose ; 
Or whcore the banners of more mthless foes^ 

Than the fieree Moor, float o'er Toledo's facne, 
Fromifhose tall towersevennow the patriot throws 

An anxious glance, to i^y upon the plain 
The blended ranks of England, Portugal, and Spain. 

XL 

" There, of Numantian fire a swarthy spark 

Still lightens in the sun-burnt native's eye ^ 
The stately port, slow step, and visage dark, 

Still mark enduring pride and constancy. 
And, if the glow of feudal chivalry 

Beam not, as once, thy nobles' dearest pride, 
Iberia I oft thy crestless peasantry 

Have seen the plumed Hidalgo quit their side, 
Have seen, yet dauntless stood — 'gainst fortune 
fought and died. 

aUowed to exerdse fome power. I hare used the freedom, here 
and elsewhere, to alter the orthography of the name of my gal- 
lant oonntrymaii, in order to apprise the Southern reader of its 
legitimate sound i— Grahame being, on the other side of the 
Tweed, usually pronounced as a dissyllable. 
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XIL 

'' And cheriah'd still by that Qnchangiiig race,^ 

Are themes for minstrelsy more high than thine ; 
Of strange tradition many a mystic trace^ 

Legend and vision, prophecy and sign ; 
Where wonders wild of Arabesque combine 

With Gothic imagery of darker shade. 
Forming a model meet for minstrel line. 

Go, seek such theme I " — ^The Mountain Spirit 
said: 
With filial awe I heard-r-I heard, and I obeyed.* 

* CMB*--^ And Uaftring ttlU mid thAt imehMkgliiff xMe.*] 
s [« The Introduction, we confess,** says the Quarterly Re- 
viewer, ''does not please ns so well as the rest of the poem, 
thongh the reply of the Monntain Spirit is exquisitely written.** 
The Edinburgh critic, after quoting stanzas is. x. and xL says— 
** The Introduction, though splendidly written, is too long for so 
short a poem) and the poet*8 dialogue with his native moun- 
tains is somewhat too startling and unnaturaL The most 
spirited part of it» we think, is their direction to Spanish 
themes.**] 
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BEARiNa their crests amid the cloudless skies, 

And darkly clustering in the pale moonlight, 
Toledo's holy towers and spires arise, 

As from a trembling lake of silver white. 
Their mingled shadows intercept the sight 

Of the broad burial-ground outstretched below. 
And nought disturbs the silence of the night ; 

All sleeps in sullen shade, or silver glow. 
All save the heavy swell of Teio's ceaseless flow.^ 

1 [The Monthly Review for 18 11, in quoting this stanza, says 
— ^ Scarcely any poet* of any age or country, has exceUed Mr 
Scott in bringing before onr sight the Tery scene which he is de- 
scribing—in giving a reality of existence to every object on which 
hedweUs ; and it is on snch occasions, especially suited as they 
seem to the habits of his mind, that his style itself catches a cha- 
racter of harmony, which is far from being universally its own. 
How vivid, yet how soft, is this picture ! **] 
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n. 

All save the ruslimg swell of Teio's tide. 

Or, distant heard, a courser's neigh or tramp ; 
Their changing rounds as watchM horsemen ride, 

To guard the limits of Sling Roderick's camp. 
For, through the river's night-fog rolling damp, 

Was many a proud pavilion dimly seen,^ 
Which glimmer*dhack, against the moon's fair lamp, 

Tissues of silk and silver twisted sheen, 
And standards proudly pitched, and warders arm'd 
between. 

m. 

But of their Monarches perscm keeping ward, 

Since last the deep-mouth'd bell of vespers toU'd, 
The chosen soldiers of the royal guard 

The post beneath the proud Cathedral hold : 
A band unlike their Gothic sires of old, 

Who, for the cap of steel and iron mace. 
Bear slender darts,* and casques bedeck'd with gold, 

While silver-studded belts their shoulders grace, 
Where ivory quivers ring in the broad ^Eilchion'splace/ 



^[KS.— ^Vor»ttTeloli*d1>6iId6iherlfemnftrgIndam9, ^ 

Thdr proud patOIoiii h^e ihe umaAow green.*! 
* [MS.-** Bon iareUns lUffhtr 4ej 

* [The Critical Reviewer, hATing quoted stanzas i. ii. and iiL 
says—** To the specimens with which his former works abound, 
of Mr Scott's unriTalled excellence in the descriptions, both of 
oatural. scenery and romantic manners and costume, these 
stanzas will be thought no mean addition.**] 
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IV. 

In fhe light langiiBge of an idte court, 

They mormur'd at their master's long delay, 
And held his lengthened orisons in sport 't — 
'' Whatl will Don Roderick here till morning 
stay, 
To wear in shrift and prayer the night away ? 

And are his hours in such dull penance past, 
For fair Florinda's plundered charms to pay ? "^ 
Then to the east their weary eyes they cast. 
And wished the lingering dawn would glimmer forth 
at last. 



1 4-lmoft all the Spanish hiitoiians* as well as the voice of tra- 
ditioii* ascribe the invasion of the Moors to the forcible Tiolatiou 
committed by Roderick npon Floriada, called bj the Moors, 
Gaba or Oava. She was the daughter of Count Julian, one of 
the Gothic monarch's principal lieutenants, who, when the 
crime was perpetrated, was engaged in the defence of Ceuta 
against the Moors. In his indignation at the ingratitude of his 
sovereign, and the dishonour of his daughter, Count Julian- for- 
got the duties of a Christian and a patriot, and forming an alli- 
ance with Musa, then the caliph*s lieutenant in Africa, he coun- 
tenanced the invasion of Spain by abody of Saracens and Africans, 
commanded by the celebrated Tarilc ) the issue of which was the 
defeat and death of Roderick, and the occupation of almost the 
whole peninsula by the Moors. Voltaire, in his General History, 
expresses his doubts of this popular story, and Gibbon gives him 
some countenance; but the universal tradition is quite sufficient 
for the purposes of poetry. The Spaniards, in detestation of 
Florinda*s memory, are said, by Cervantes, never to bestow that 
name upon any human female, reserving it for their dogs. Nor 
is the tradition less inveterate among the Moors, since the same 
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V. 

But, far within, Toledo's Prelate lent 

An ear of fearfiil wonder to the King ; 
The silver lamp a fitful lustre sent. 

So long that sad confession witnessing : 
For Roderick told of many a hidden thing. 

Such as are loathly utter'd to the air, 
When Pear, Remorse, and Shame, the hosom wring, 

And Guilt his secret burden cannot bear, 
And Conscience seeks in speech a respite from De- 
spair. 

VI. 

Full on the Prelate's face, and silver hair. 
The stream of failing light was feebly roll'd ;* 

But Roderick's visage, though his head was bare, 
Was shadow'd by his hand and mantle's fold. 

While of his hidden soul the sins he told. 
Proud Alaric's descendant could not brook,* 

That mortal man his bearing should behold, 

author mentions a promontory on the coast of Barbarj, called 
« The Cape of the Gaba Rnmia, which, in onr tongne, is the 
Gape of the Wicked Christian Woman ; and it is a tradition 
among the Moors, that Gaba, the daughter of Count Julian, who 
was the cause of the loss of Spain, lies buried there, and they 
think it ominous to be forced into that bay i for they never go 
in otherwise than by necessity.*^ 

A[]fS.~**ThefeeblelampI]id7lBffliirtra \ ^„.j«] 

The wftrea of broken light were feebly J 
s UIS.— ** The h«nchi7 monarch's heart could eril brook.**! 
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Or boast that he had seeiif when Conscience ahook. 
Fear tame a monarch's brow, Bemorse a warrior's 
look.* 

1 [The Quarterly Reviewer says, — ** The moonlight scenery 
of the camp and burial-ground is evidently by the same powerful 
hand which sketched the Abbey of Melrose ; and in this picture 
of Roderick's confession, there are traits of even a higher cast 
of sublimity and pathos. 

The Edinburgh Reviewer introduces his quotations of the L 
ii. T. and vi. stanzas thus, — ** The poem is substantially divided 
into two compartments ; — the one representing the fabulous or 
prodigious acts of Don Roderick's own time,~and the other the 
recent occurrences which have since signalised the same quar- 
ter of the world. Mr Scott, we think, is most at home in the 
first of these fields ; and we think, upon the whole, has most 
success in it. The opening affords a fine specimen of his un- 
rivalled powers of description." 

The reader may be gratified with having the following lines 
from Mr Southey's Roderick inserted here : — 



-f* Then Boderiok knelt 



Before the holy man, and strore to speak t 

* Thoa leest,* he cried,—' thoa seest *— bat memory 

And Boflbeftting thoughts represt the word. 

And shudderings, like an agae fit, from head 

To foot oonmlsed him « till at length, subduing 

His nature to the eflbrt, he exclalmM, 

Spreading his hands, and lifUng up his face. 

As If resolved In penitence to bear 

A human eye upon his shame-^ Thou seest 

Boderlck the Gtoth i That name should hare iulBced 

To tell the whole abhorred history i 

He not the less pursued,— the ravisher. 

The cause of all this rain i ' Having said. 

In the same posture motionless he knelt. 

Arms straiten*d down and hands outspread, and eyes 

Balsed to the Monk, like one who fh>m his voice 

Expected life or death.**- 

Mr Southey, in a note to these lines, sayst ** Tho Yision 
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VII. 
The old man's faded cheek wax'd yet more pale^ 

As many a secret sad the King bewray'd; 
As sign and glance eked out the unfinished tale. 

When in the midst his Mtering whisper staid. — 
" Thus royal Witiza * was slain," — ^he said ; 

" Yet, holy Father, deem not it was L" 
Thus still Ambition strives her crimes to shade. — 

^ Oh rather deem 'twas stem necessity I 
Self-preservation bade, and I must kill or die. 

VIII. 

" And if Florinda's shrieks alarm'd the air, 

If she invoked her absent sire in vain, 
And on her knees implored that I would spare. 

Yet, reverend priest, thy sentence rash refrain! — 
All is not as it seems — the female train 

Know by their bearingto disguise their mood:" — 
But Conscience here, as if in high disdain, 

Sent to the Monarch's cheek the burning blood — 
He stay*d his speech abrupt — ^and up the Prelate stood. 

of Don Roderick supplies a singnlar contrast to the picture 
which is represented in this passage. I have great pleasure iu 
quoting the stanzas (t. and tIJ ; if the contrast had been inten- 
tional, it could not have been more complete.**] 

1 The predecessor of Roderick upon the Spanish throne, and 
slain by his connivance, as is affirmed by Rodriguez of Toledo, 
the father of Spanish history 
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IX. 

^ Oharden'd offispring of an iron race I 

What of thy crimes, Don Bod^ck, shall I say ? 
What alms, or prayers, or penance, can efiaee 

Murder's dark iqK>t, wash treason's stain away I 
For iihe fonl laTisher how shall I pray, 

Who, scarce repentant, makes his crime hisboast ? 
How hope Almighty vengeance shall delay, 

Unless, in mercy to yon Christian host, 
He spare the shepherd,* lest the goQtless sheep be 
lost"— 

X. 

Hien kindled the dark Tyrant in his mood, 

And to his brow returned its dauntless gloom ; 
"And welcome then," he cried, " be blood for blood, 

For treason treachery, for dishonour doom I 
Yet will I know whence come they, or by whom. 

Shew, for then canst — ^give forth the fated key, 
And guide me, Priest, to Ihat mysterious room,* 

Where, if aught true in old tradition be, 
His nation's future fates a Spanish King shall see.'* — ' 

XL 
'' Ill-fated Prince I recall the desperate word. 
Or pause ere yet the omen thou obey ! 

> CXS.-'* Ha tpM* to tmlto the thephefd. leit tht th—p to lotLI 
s [MS.-'' And colds me, pxelftte, to tluU leeret room.*] 
3 [See Appendix, Note A.] 
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Bethink, yon speU-bound portal would afford^ 
Never to former Monarch entrance-way ; 

Nor shall it ever ope, old records say, 
Save to a Sling, the last of all his line, 

What time his empire totters to decay. 
And treason digs, beneath, her fatol mine, 
And, high above, impends avenging wrath divine." — 

XIL 
^' Prelate ! a Monarch's fate brooks no delay; 
Lead onl" — ^The ponderous key the old man 
took, 
And held the winking lamp, and led the way. 

By winding stur, dark aisle, and secret nook, 
Then on an ancient gateway bent his look ; 

And, as the key the desperate King essay'd 
Low mutter'd thunders the Cathedral shook, 
And twice he stopp'd, and twice new effort made, 
Till the huge bolts roll'd back, and the loud hinges 
bray'd. 

XIIL 

Long, large, and lofty, was that vaulted hall ; 

Boof, walls, and floor, were all of marble stone. 
Of polish'd marble, black as funeral pall. 

Carved o'er with signs and characters unknown. 
A paly light, as of the dawning, shone 

I [MSr— ^ Or pause the omen of thy fate to weigh ! 
Bethink that hrazen portal would afford.*^ 
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Through the sad bounds, but whence thej could 
not spy; 
For window to the upper air was none ; 
Yet, by that light, Don Boderick could descry 
Wonders that ne'er till then were seen by mortal eye. 

XIV. 

Grim sentinels, agabst the upper wall. 

Of molten bronze, two Statues held their place; 
Massive their naked limbs, their stature tall, 

Their frowning foreheads golden circles grace. 
Moulded they seem'd for kings of giant race. 

That lived and sinn'd before the avenging flood ; 
This grasp'd a scythe, that rested on a mace ; 

This spread his wings for flight, that pondering 
stood. 
Each stubborn seem'd and stem, immutable of mood. 

XV. 

Fix'd was the right-hand Giant's brazen look 

Upon his brother's glass of shifting sand. 
As if its ebb he measured by a book. 

Whose iron volume loaded his huge hand ; 
In which was wrote of many a fiedling land, 

Of empires lost, and kings to exile driven : 
And o^er that pair their names in scroll expand— ^ 

« Lo, DESTDnr and Tnos I to whom by Heaven 
^e guidance of the earth is for a season given."— 
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XVI. 
Even wliile they read, the sand-glass w^Btes away,* 

And, as the last and lagging grains did creep, 
That right-hand Giant 'gan his club* upsway, 

As one that startles from a heavy sleep. 
Full on the upper wall the mace's sweep 

At once descended with the force of thunder, 
And huilBng down at once, in cmmbled heap. 
The marble boundary was rent asunder. 
And gave to Roderick's view new sights of fear and 
wonder. 

XVII. 

For they might spy, beyond that mighty breach, 

Realms as. of Spain in vision'd prospect laid, 
Castles and towers, in due proportion each. 

As by some skUfnl artist's hand pourtray'd : 
Here, crossed by many a wild Sierra's shade. 

And boundless plains that tire the traveller's eye; 
There, rich with vineyard and with olive glade, 

Ojt deep-embrown^d by forests huge and high, 
Orwash'dbymighty streams, that slowlymurmur^dby. 

XVIII. 
And here, as erst upon the antique stage 

Paas'd forth the band of masquers trimly led, 

I 
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In various forms, and* various equipage. 

While fitting strains the hearer's fancy fed ; 
So, to sad Boderick's eye in order spread, 

Successive pageants fill'd that mystic scene, 
Shewing the fate of battles ere they bled, 
And issue of events that had not been ; 
And, ever and anon, strange sounds were heard be- 
tween. 

XIX. 

First shrilled an unrepeated female shriek ! — 

It seem'd as if Don Boderick knew the call, 
For the bold blood was blanching in his cheek.^ — 

llien answered kettle-drum and atabal. 
Gong-peal and cymbal-clank the ear appal. 

The Tecbir war-cry, and the Lelie's yell,* 
Bing wildly dissonant along the halL 

Needs not to Boderick their dread import tell — 
^ The Moor 1 " he cried, " the Moor \ — ring out the 
Tocsin beU! 

1 The Tecbir (deriTed firom the words AOa achat, Ood is most 
mighty) was the original war-cry of the Saracens, It is celebrated 
by Hughes in the Siege of Damascus t— 

** Wa hewd the Tetiblr i so these Aralw eall 
Their thoat of onset, when, with load Appe«l> 
Thej GhaUente Heftren* es if demanding oon«aest.* 

The LelU, well known to the Christians during the crmsadei, 
is the shout of AUok Ula Alia, the Mahomedan confession of faith. 
It is twice used in poetry by my friend Mr W. Stewart Rose^ in 
the Boraance of Partenopezt and in the Crusade of St Lewis. 
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XX. 

'' They come! they cornel I see the groaning lands 

White with the turbans of each Arab horde ; 
Swart* Zaarah joins her misbelieving bands. 

Alia and Mahomet their battle-word. 
The choice they yield, the Koran or the Sword — 

See how the Christians rush to arms amain I — 
In yonder shout the voice of conflict roar'd,^ 

The shadowy hosts are closing on the plain — 
Now, God and Saint lago strike, for the good cause 
of Spain! 

XXL 

" By Heaven, the Moors prevail 1 the Christians 
yield I-:- 

Their coward leader gives for flight the sign 1 
The sceptred craven mounts to quit the field — 

Is not yon steed Orelia? — ^Yes, 'tis mine!' 
But never was she tum'd from battle-line : 

A [* Oh, who eonld toll wh At deeds ireie wromht that day t 

Or who endure to hear the tale of rafe. 

Hatred, and madneH. and despair, and Iter, 

Horror* and wonndt, and agony, and death, 

The eriei, the blasphemies, the shrieks, and groans 

And prayers* which mingled In the din of arms. 

In one wUd nptoar of terrlfle sonnds.** 

SooTBST*t B^dtrSa, VOL fl. p. ITt) 

s Count Julian, the father of the injured Florinda, With the 
eonnivanee and assistance of Oppas, Arohhishop of Toledo, in* 
fited, in 713, the Saracens into Spain* A considerable armj ar- 
riyed under the command of Tiuik, or Tarif, who bequeathed 
the well-known name of Oibraltar {OibelalTaiHk, or the mono* 
tain of TarilL) to the place of his landing. He was joined by Gount 
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Lo! where the recreant spurs o'er stock and 

stone !— 
Curses pursue the slave, and wrath divine ! 



Julian, ravaged Andalusia, and took Seville. In 714. they re- 
turned with a still greater force, and Roderick marched into An* 
dalusia at the head of a great army, to give them battle. The 
field was chosen near Xeres, and Mariana gives the foUowing ac- 
count of the action i~ 

** Both armies being drawn up, the King, according to the cus- 
tom of the Gothic kings when they went to battle, appeared in 
an ivory chariot, clothed in cloth of gold, encouraging his men ; 
Tarif, on the other side, did the same. The armies, thus pre- 
pared, waited only for the signal to fall on ; th6 Goths gave the 
charge, their drums and trumpets sounding, and the Moors re- 
ceived it with the noise of kettle-drums. Such were the shouts 
and cries on both sides, that the mountains and valleys seemed 
to meet. First, they began with slings, darts, javelins, and lances, 
then came to the swords; a long time the battle was dubious; 
but the Moors seemed to have the worst, till D. Oppas, the 
archbishop, having to that time concealed his treachery, in the 
heat of the fight, with a great body of his followers, went over 
to the infidels. He joined Count Julian, with whom was a great 
number of Goths, and both together fell upon the flank of our 
army. Our men, terrified with that unparalleled treachery, 
and tired with fighting, could no longer sustain that charge, but 
were easily put to flight. The king performed the part not only 
of a wise general, but of a resolute soldier, relieving the weakest, 
bringing on fresh men in place of those that were tired, and 
stopping those that turned their backs. At length, seeing no 
hopes left, he alighted out of his chariot for fear of being 
taken, and mounting on a horse, called Orelia, he withdrew out 
of the battle. The Goths, who still stood, missing him, were 
most part put to the sword, the rest betook themselves to flight. 
The camp was immediately entered, and the baggage taken. 
What number was killed is not known ; I suppose they were 
IX. 2b 
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Rivers ingulf him ! "— " Hush," in shuddering 
tone, 
The Prelate said ; " rash Prince, yon vision'd form's 
thine own." 

XXIL 

Just then, a torrent cross'd the flier's course ; 

Tlie dangerous ford the Kingly Likeness tried ; 
But the deep eddies whelm'd both man and horse, 

Swept like benighted peasant down the tide ; * 

80 many it was hard to count them ; for this single battle 
robbed Spain of all its glory, and in it perished the renowned 
name of the Goths. The King's horse, upper garment, and bus- 
kins, coTered with pearls and precious stones, were found on the 
bank of the river Quadelite, and there being no news of him 
afterwards, it was supposed he was drowned passing the river.** 
— ^Mariana's History of Spain, book vi. chap. 9. 

Orelia, the courser of Don Roderick, mentioned in the text, 
and in the above quotation, was celebrated for her speed and 
form. She is mentioned repeatedly in Spanish romance, and also 
by Cervantes. 

X [ * * Upon the baakt 

Of Sellft was Orelia foand, his legs 
And flanks incarnadined, his poitrel ■meat'd 
With f^th and foam and gore, liia silver mane 
Sprinkled with blood, which hnnff on every hair. 
Aspersed like dewdrops t trembling there he stood. 
From the toil of battle, and at times sent forth 
His tremulous voice, far-echoing, loud, and shilll, 
A fluent, anxious cry, with which he seem'd 
So call the master whom he loved so well, 
' And who had thus again forsaken him. 
Siverian's hehn and cuirass on the grass 
Lay near ( and Julian's sword. tt« hilt and chain 
Clotted with blood; but where was he whose hand 
Had wielded it so well that glorious day f " 

SovTxax'S S pdtri e tU 
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And the proud Moslemah spread far and wide^ 

As iHimeroos as their nativd locust bftud ; 
Berber and Ismael's sons the spoils divide, 
With naked scimitars mete out the land, 
And for the bondsman base the fireebotn natives 
brand. 

XXIIL 

Then rose the grated Harem, to enclose 

The loveliest maidens of the Christian line ; 
Then, menials, to their misbelieving foes, 
, Castile's young nobles held forbidden wine ; 
Then, too, the holy Cross, salvation's sign. 

By impious hands was from the altar thrown, 
And the deep aisles of the polluted shrine 
Echo'd, for holy hynm and organ-tone. 
The Santon's frantic dance, the Fakir's ^bberingmoan. 

XXIV. 

How fares Don Roderick ? — E*en as one who spies 

Flames dart their glare o'er midnight's sable woof. 
And hears around his children's piercing cries, 

And sees the pale assistants stand aloof; 
While cruel Conscience brings him bitter proof, 

His folly, or his crime, have caused his grief; 
And while above him nods the crumbling roof, 

He curses earth and Heaven — ^himself in chief- 
Desperate of earthly aid, despairing Heaven's relief I 
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XXV. 

That scyihe-ann'd Giant turned his fatal glass, 

And twilight' on the landscape closed her wings; 
Far to Asturian hills the war-sounds pass, 

And in their stead rebeck or timbrel rings ; 
And to the sound the bell-deck'd dancer apnngs, 

Bazars resound as when their marts are met, 
In tourney light the Moor his jerrid flings, 

And on the land as evening seem'd to set, 
The Imaum's chant was heardfrom mosque or minaret.^ 

XXVL 

So pass'd that pageant. Ere another came,' 
The visionary scene was wrapp'd in smoke. 

Whose sulph'rous wreaths were cross'd by sheets of 
flame; 
With every flash a bolt explosive broke, 

Till Roderick deem*d the fiends had burst their yoke. 
And waved 'gainst heaven the infernal gonfalonel 



1 [<• The manner in which the pageant disappears is very beau- 
tiful." — Quarterly Review.] 

2 [*• We come now to the Second Period of the Vision; and 
"we cannot aToid noticing with much commendation the dexterity 
and graceful ease with which the first two scenes are connected. 
Without abruptness, or tedious apology for transition, they melt 
into each other with very harmonious effect; and we strongly 
recommend this example of skill* perhaps exhibited without any 
effort, to the imitation of contemporary poets.***^on£^y Review,] 
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For War a new and dreadful language spoke, 
Never by ancient warrior heard or known ; 
Lightning and smoke her breath, and thunder was het 
tone. 

XXVIL 
From the dim landscape roll the clouds away — 
The Christians have regained their heritage ; 
Before the Cross has waned the Crescent's ray,. 

And many a monastery decks the stage, 
And lofty church, and low-brow*d hermitage. 
The lands obey a Hermit and a Knight, — 
The Genii those of Spain for many an age ; 
This clad in sackloth, that in armour bright, 
And that was Valour named, this Bigotry was 
hight* 

XXVIII. 
Valour was hamess'd like a Chief of old, 
Arm'dat all points, and prompt for knightly gest ;• 

1 1" These allegorical personages, which are thus described, are 
sketched in the true spirit of Spenser ; but we are not snre that 
we altogether approve of the association of such imaginary beings 
with the real events that pass over the stage ; and thesot as well 
as the form of ambition which precedes the path of BonapartCt 
have somewhat the air of the immortals of the Luxemburg gal- 
lery, whose naked limbs and tridents, thunderbolts and caducei, 
are so singularly contrasted with the ruffs and whiskers, the 
queens, archbishops, and cardinals of France and Navarre. — 
Quarterly Review.'] 

s £** Arm'd at all points, exaotly eap-ft-pee."— ir«Ml«iJ 
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HIb 8word wiw tempered in the Ebro cold, 
Morena's eagle^plnme adom'd his crest, 

The s^ils of AMc's lion bound his breast. 

Fierce he stepp'd forward and flung down his 

As if of mortal kind to brave the best. 

Him followed his Companion, dark and sage, 
As he, my Master, sung the dangerous Archimage. 

XXIX. 

Haughty of heart and brow the Warrior came. 

In look and language proud as proud might be, 
Vaunting his lordship, lineage, fights, and fame : 

Yet was that barefoot Monk more proud than he : 
And as the ivy climbs the tallest tree. 

So round the loftiest soul his toils he wound. 
And with his spells subdued the fierce and free, 

Till ermined Age and Youth in arms renowned. 
Honouring his scourge and hair-cloth, meekly kiss'd 
the ground. 

XXX. 

And thus it chanced that Valoue, peerless knight, 
Who ne'er to King or Kaisar veiled lus crest. 

Victorious still in bidl-feast or in fight, 

Since first his limbs with mail he did invest. 

Stooped ever to that Anchoret's behest ; 
Nor reasoned of the right, nor of the wrong, 

But at his biding laid the lance in rest, 
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And wrought fell deeds the troubled world along^ 
For he was fierce as brave, and pitiless as strong. 

XXXL 

Oft his proud galleys sought some new-^ound world, 

That latest sees the sun, or first the mom ; 
Still at that Wizard's feet their spoils he hurl'd, 

Ingots of ore from rich Potosi borne, 
Crowns by Caciques, aigrettes by Omrahs worn, 

Wrought of rare gems, but broken, rent and foul; 
Idols of gold from heathen temples torn, 

Bedabbled all with blood. — ^With grisly scowl 
The Hermit mark'd the stains, and smiled beneath 
his cowl. 

XXXII. 
Then did he bless the offering, and bade make 
Tribute to Heaven of gratitude and praise ; 
And at his word the choral hymns awake, 

And many a hand the silver censer sways. 
But with the incense-breath these censers raise, 

Mix steams from corpses smouldering in the fire ; 
The groans of prisoned victims mar the lays. 
And shrieks of agony confound the quire ; 
While, mid the mingled sounds, the darkened scenes 
expire. 

XXXIII. 
Preluding light, were strains of music heard. 
As once again revolved that measured sand ; 
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Such sounds as when, for silvan dance prepared, 
Gay Xeres summons forth her vintage band ; 

When for the light bolero ready stand 
The mozo blithe, with gay muchacha met,^ 

He conscious of his broider^d cap and band. 
She of her netted locks and light corsette. 
Each tiptoe perch'd to spring, and shake the Castanet. 

XXXIV. 

And well such strains the opening scene became ; 

For Valour had relaxed his ardent look. 
And at a lady's feet, like lion tame. 

Lay stretched, full loath the weight of arms to 
brook ; 
And softened Bigotey, upon his book. 

Pattered a task of little good or ill : 
But the blithe peasant pUed his pruning-hook. 

Whistled the muleteer o'er vale and hill. 
And rung from village-green the merry seguidille.* 

1 The bolero is arery light and actiTe dance, mnch practised 
by the Spaniards, in which castanets are always used. Mogo and 
muehacha are equivalent to our phrase of lad and lass. 

3 [«< The third scene, a peaceful state of indolence and obscu- 
rity, where, though the court was degenerate, the peasant was 
merry and contented, is introduced with exquisite lightness and 
gaiety.**— QworterZy Review, 

" The three grand and comprehensire pictures in which Mr 
Scott has delineated the state of Spain, during the three periods 
to which we hare alluded, are conceived with much genius, and 
executed with yery considerable, though unequal felicity. That 
of the Moorish dominion is drawn, we think, with the greatest 
spirit. The reign of ChiTalry and Superstition we do not think 
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XXXV. 
Grey Royalty, grown impotent of toil,* 

Let the grave sceptre slip his lazy hold ; 
And, careless, saw his rule become the spoil 

Of a loose Female and her minion bold. 
But peace was on the cottage and the fold, 

From court intrigue, from bickering faction far ; 
Beneath the chesnut tree Love's tale was told. 
And to the tinkling of the light guitar. 
Sweet stooped the western sun, sweet rose the even- 
ing star. 

so happily represented, by a long and laboured description of two 
allegorical personages called Bigotry and Valour. Nor is it Tery 
easy to conceive how Don Rodericic was to learn the fortunes of 
bis country, merely by inspecting the physiognomy and furnish- 
ing of these two figurantes. The truth seems to bot that Mr 
Scott has been tempted on this occasion to extend a mere meta- 
phor into an allegory ; and to prolong a figure which might hare 
given great grace and spirit to a single stanza, into the heavy 
subject of seven or eight. His representation of the recent state 
of Spain* we think, displays the talent and address of the author 
to the greatest advantage ; for the subject was by no means in- 
spiring ; nor was it easy, we should imagine* to make the picture 
of decay and inglorious indolence so engaging.** — Edinburgh 
JUviewt which then quotes stanzas xxxiv. and xxxv.] 

1 [** The opening of the third period of the Vision is, perhaps 
necessarily, more abrupt than that of the second. Ko circum- 
stance, equally marked with the alteration in the whole system 
of ancient warfare, could be introduced in this compartment of 
the poem; yet, when we have been told that * Valour had relax- 
ed his ardent look,* and that ' Bigotry * was * softened/ we are 
reasonably prepared for what follows."— JIfontWy Jieview,1 
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XXXVI. 

As that sea^loud, in size like human hand, 

When first from Carmel hy the Tishbite seen, 
Came slowly overshadowing IsraeVs land,* 

A while, perehance, hedeck'd with colours sheen. 
While yet the sunbeams on its skirts had been. 

Limning with purple and with gold its shroud, 
Till darker folds obscured the blue serene. 

And blotted heaven with one broad sable cloud. 
Then sheeted rain burst down, and whirlwinds 
howl'd aloud : 

xxxyiL 

Even so, upon that peaceful scene was pour'd, 

Like gathering clouds, full many a foreign band, 
And He, their Leader, wore in sheath his sword, 

And offered peaceful front and open hand, 
Veiling the perjured treachery he plann'd. 

By friendship's zeal and honour's specious guise, 
Until he won the passes of the land ; 
Then burst were honour's oath, and friendship's 
ties I 
He clutch'd his vulture-grasp, and called fair Spain 
his prize. 

XXXVIIL 

An iron Crown his anxious forehead bore ; 
And well such diadem his heart became, 
X [See I. Kings, chap. xTiii. v. 41-45.1 
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Who ne'er his purpose for remorse gave o'er, 
Or check*d his course for piety or shame ; 

Who tram'd a soldier, deem'd a soldier's fame 
Might flourish in the wreath of battles won, 

Though neither truth nor honour deck'd his name ; 

Who, placed by fortune on a Monarch's throne, 

Reck'dnot of Mcmarch's faith, or Mercy's kingly tone. 

XXXIX, 

From a rude isle his ruder lineage came, 

The spark, that, from a suburb-hovel's hearth 
Ascending, wraps some capital in flame. 

Hath not a meaner or more sordid birth. 
And for the soul that bade him waste the earth — 

The sable land-flood from some swamp obscure. 
That poisons the glad husbandr-field with dearth, 

And by destruction bids its fame endure, 
Hath not a source more suUen, stagnant, and impure.^ 

XL. 
Before that Leader strode a shadowy Form ; 
Her limbs like mist, hertorehlike meteor showed, 

1 [" We are as ready as any of omr «o«iitrymeii can be, to de- 
signate Bonaparte's inTasion of Spain by its proper epithets; but 
we mnst decline to join in the anther's declamation against the 
low birth of the invader; and we cannot help reminding Mr Scott 
that tueh a topic of censure is unworthy of him, both as a poet 
and as a Briton."-^ MontJUy Review, 

** The picture of Bonaparte, considering the di^culty of all 
contemporflry deUneations, is not ill executed.**— -J^dtn^ufyA 
Beview.1 
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With which she beckon'd him through fight and 
stonn^ 
And all he crashed that crossed his desperate road; 
Northought, nor fear'd, norlook'd on what he trode. 
Realms could not glut his pride, blood could not 
slake, 
So oft as ere she shook her torch abroad — 
It was Ambition bade her terrors wake, 
Nor deign*d she, as of yore, a milder form to take. 

XLL 

No longer now she spum'd at mean revenge, 

Or staid her hand for conquer'd foeman's moan; 
As when, the fates of aged Rome to change, 

By Cesar^s side she cross'd the Rubicon. 
Nor joy'd she to bestow the spoils she won, 

As when the banded powersof Greece were tasked 
To war beneath the Youth of Macedon : 

No seemly veil her modem minion ask'd. 
He saw her hideous face, and loved the fiend unmasked. 

XLIL 
That Prelate mark'd his march — On banners blazed 

With battles won in many a distant land. 
On eagle-standards and on arms he gazed ; 
" And hopest thou, then," he said, " thy power 
shall stand ? 
0, thou hast builded on the shifting sand. 

And thou hast tempered it with slaughter's flood ; 
And know, fell scourge in the Almighty's hand. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DON RODERICK. 397 

Gore-moisten'd trees shall perish in the bud, 
And by a bloody death, shall die the Man of Blood I "* 

XLIIL 

The ruthless Leader beckon'd from his train 

A wan fraternal Shade, and bade him kneel, 
And paled his temples with the crown of Spain, 

While trumpets rang, and heralds cried, '^ Cas- 
tUe I " • 
Not that he loved him — No I — In no man's weal, 

Scarce in his own, e*er joy'd that sullen heart ; 
Yet round that throne he bade his warriors wheel. 

That the poor Puppet might perform his part. 
And be a sceptred slave, at his stem beck to start. 

XLIV. 
But on the Natives of that Land misused. 
Not long the silence of amazement hung, 

1 [** We are not altogether pleased with the lines which follow 
the description of Bonaparte's birth and country. In historical 
truth, we beUcTe, his family was not plebeian ; and, setting aside 
the old saying of ^gmvm et proavoB, * the poet is here eyidently be- 
coming a chorus to his own scene, and explaining a fact which 
could by no means be inferred from the pageant that passes be- 
fore the eyes of the King and Prelate. The Archbishop's obser- 
Tation on his appearance is free, howeyer, from every objection 
of this kind.**— Quarterly Beview.'] 

3 The heralds, at the coronation of a Spanish monarch, pro- 
claim his name three times, and repeat three times the word 
CkuUUay CattiUa, CcutiUa ; which, with all other ceremonies, was 
carefully copied in the mock inauguration of Joseph Bonaparte. 
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Nor brook'd they long their Mendly fiedth abased; 
For, with a common shriek, the general tongue 
Exclaim'd, " To arms ! " — and fast to arms they 
sprung. 
And Valour woke, that Genius of the Land ! 
Pleasure, and ease, and sloth, aside he flung. 
As burst th' awakening Nazarite his band. 
When 'gainst his treacherous foes he clench'd his 
dreadful hand/ . 

XLV. 

That Mimic Monarch now cast anxious eye 

Upon the Satraps that begirt him round, 
Now doflPd his royal robe in act to fly, 

And from his brow the diadem unbound. 
So oft, so near, the Patriot bugle wound. 

From Tarik's walls, to Bilboa's mountainsblown. 
These martial satellites hard labour found. 

To guard a while his substituted throne — 
Light recking of his cause, but battling for their own. 

XLVL 

From Alpuhara's peak that bugle rung. 
And it was echo'd from Corunna's wall ; 

Stately Seville responsive war-shot flung, 
Grenada caught it in her Moorish hall; 

Galicia bade her children fight or fall, 

* [See Book of Judges, Obap. xt. t. 9-16-] 
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Wild Biscay shook His mountain coronet, 
Valencia roused her at the battlen^ 

And, foremost still where Yalour's sons are met. 
First started to his gun each fiery Miquelet. 

XLVIL 
But unappall'd, and burning for the fight, 
The Invaders march, of victory secure j 
Skilful their force to sever or unite, 

And trained alike to vanquish or endure. 
Nor skilful less, cheap conquest to ensure, 
Discord to breathe, and jealousy to sow, 
To quell by boasting, and by bribes to lure ; 
While nought against them bring the unpractised 
foe, 
Save hearts for Freedom's cause, and hands for Free- 
dom's blow. 

XLVIII. 
Proudly they march — but, 0! they march not forth 

By one hot field to crown a brief campaign, 
As when their Eagles, sweeping through the North, 

Destroy'd at every stoop an ancient reign I 
Far other fate had Heaven decreed for Spain ; 

In vain the steel, in vain the torch was plied. 
New Patriot armies started from the slain. 

High blazed the war, and long, and far, and wide,* 
And oft the God of Battles blest the righteous side. 
> £3ee Appendix, Note B.*) 
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XLIX. 
Nor iinatoned, where Freedom's foes prevail, 
Remained their savage waste. With blade and brand, 
B7 da7 the Invaders ravaged hill and dale, 
But, with the darkness, the Guerilla band 
Came like night's tempest, and avenged the land, 
And claimed for blood the retribution due, 
Probed the hard heart, and lopp'd the murderous hand ; 
And Dawn, when o'er the scene her beams she 
threw, 
Midst ruins the7had made, the spoilers' corpses knew. 

L. 

What minstrel verse may sing, or tongue may tell, 

Amid the vision'd strife from sea to sea, 
How oft the Patriot banners rose or fell, 

Still honoured in defeat as victory ! 
For that sad pageant of events to be, 

Show'd every form of fight by field and flood ; 
Slaughter and Ruin, shouting forth their glee. 

Beheld, while riding on the tempest scud, 
The waters choked with slain, the earth bedrench'd 
with blood ! 

LI. 

Then Zaragoza — ^blighted be the tongue 

That names thy name without the honour due I 

For never hath the harp of Minstrel rung. 
Of faith so felly proved, so firmly true I 
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Mine, sap, and bomb, thy shattered ruins knew, 

Each art of war's extremity had room, 
Twice from thy half-sack'd streets the foe withdrew, 
And when at length stem fate decreed thy doom, 
They won not Zaragoza, but her children's bloody 
- tomb.* 

LIL 

Yet raise thy head, sad city ! Though in chains. 
Enthralled thou canst not be ! Arise, and claim 

Reverence from every heart where Freedom reigns. 
For what thou worshippest ! — thy sainted Dame, 

She of the Column, honoured be her name. 

By all, whate'er their creed, who honour love ! 

And like the sacred relics of the flame. 
That gave some martyr to the blessed above, 
To every loyal heart may thy sad embers prove ! 

LIII. 

Nor thine alone such wreck. Gerona fair ! 

Faithful to death thy heroes shall be sung. 
Manning the towers while o'er their heads the air 

Swart as the smoke from raging frimace hung ; 
Now thicker dark'ning where the mine was sprung. 

Now briefly lighten'd by the cannon's flare, 
Now arch'd with flre-sparks as the bomb was flung, 

1 [See Appendix, Note C.] 
JX. 2 O 
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And redd'ning now with conflagration's glare, 
"While by the fatal light the foes for storm prepare. 

LIV. 

While all around was danger, strife, and fear, 

While the earth shook, and darkened was the sky, 
And wide Destruction stunned the listening ear, 

Appall'd the heart, and stupified the eye, — 
Afar was heard that thrice-repeated cry, 

In which old Albion's heart and tongue unite, 
Whene'er her soul is up, and pulse beats high. 

Whether it hail the wine-cup or the fight, 
And bid each arm be strong, or bid each heart be 
light 

LV. 

Don Roderick tum'd him as the shout grew loud — * 

A varied scene the changeful vision showed, 
For, where the ocean mingled with the cloud, 

A gallant navy stemmed the billows broad. 
From mast and stem St George's symbol flowed. 

Blent with the silver cross to Scotland dear ; 
Mottling the sea their landward barges row'd,* 

And flashed the sun on bayonet, brand, and spear, 
And the wild beach returned the seaman's jovial cheer.* 



*■[ XS.— ** Don Roderick tnra'd him at the sadden cry.*] 
s LMS.— ** Bight for the shore unnumbered barges rowd.*] 

t [Compare with this passage, and the Valour, Bigotry, anol 
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LVL 

It was a dread, yet spirit-stirring sight ! 

The billows foam'd beneath a thousand oars, 
Fast as they land the red-cross ranks unite. 

Legions on legions brightening all the shores. 



A-mbition of the proTions stanzas, the celebrated personification 
of War, in the first canto of Childe Harold :— 



** Lo ! where the GUnt on the mountain stands. 
His blood-red tresses deep'ning in the sun. 
With death<4hot glowing in tils fiery hands. 
And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon i 
Bestless It rolls, now fiz*d, and now anon 
Flashing afar,— and at his iron feet 
Destruction cowers, to mark what deeds are done i 
For on this mom three potent nations meet 
To shed before his shrine the blood be deems most sweet. 



** Bj heaTen ! It is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 
Their rival scarfs of mix'd embroidery. 
Their various arms, that glitter in the air I 
What gallant war.hounds rouse them from their lair 
And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey t 
All join the chase, but few the triumph share. 
The grave shall bear the ohiefest prise away. 
And Havoc scarce for Joy can number their array. 



** Three hosts combine to oflbr sacrifice t 
Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high t 
Three gaudy standards flout the pale blue skies i 
The shouts are France, Spain, Albioil, Victory I 
The foe, the victim, and the fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights In Taln< 
Are met— as if at home they could not die- 
To feed the crow on Talavera's plain. 
And fertUlae the field that each pretends to gain.'') 
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Then banners rise, and cannon-signal roars, 

Then peals the warlike thunder of the drum. 
Thrills the loud fife, the trumpet-flourish pours. 
And patriot hopes awake, and doubts are dumb| 
For, bold in Freedom's cause, the bands of Ocean 
come! 

LVII. 

A various host they came — ^whose ranks display 

Each mode in which the warrior meets the fight. 
The deep battalion locks its firm array, 

And meditates his aim the marksman L'ght ; 
Far glance the light of sabres flashing bright. 

Where mounted squadrons shake the echoing 
mead,^ 
Lacks not artillery breathing flame and night. 

Nor the fleet ordnance whirl'd by rapid steed, 
That rivals lightning's flash in ruin and in speed.^ 

Lvin. 

A various host — ^from kindred realms they came,* 
Brethren in arms, but rivals in renown — 



* [MS. ** the dotty mMd.«) 

s [" The landing of the English is admirably described ; nor 
is there any thing finer in the whole poem than the following 
passage (stanzas Iv. Ivi. Ivii.), with the exception always of the 
three concluding Unes, which appear to us to be rery nearly as 
bad as possible."— Jbpprby.] 

» [" The three succeeding stanzas (l^iii* Ux. Ix.), are elabo- 
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For yon fair bands shall merry England elaim, 

And with their deeds of valonr deck her crown. 

Hers their bold port, and hers their martial frown, 

And hers their scorn of death in ifreedom's cause, 

Their eyes of azure, and their locks of brown. 

And the blunt speech that bursts without a pause 

And freebom thoughts, which league the Soldier with 

the Laws. 

LIX. 

And, 1 loved warriors of the Minstrel's land I 

Yonder your bonnets nod, your tartans wave I 
The rugged form may mark the mountain band. 

And harsher features, and a mien more grave ; 
But ne'er in battle-field throbb'd heart so brave. 

As that which beats beneath the Scottish plaid ; 
And when the pibroch bids the battle rave. 

And level for the charge your arms are laid. 
Where lives the desperate foe that for such onset staid ! 

LX. 

Hark I from yon stately ranks what laughter rings, 
Mingling wild mirth with war's stem minstrelsy, 

His jest while each blithe comrade round him flings,^ 
And moves to death with military glee : 

rate; but we think, on the whole, snecessfal. They will pro- 
bably be oftener quoted than any other passage in the poem,**^ 
Jeffrey.] 

^ rM&— ** His Jest each careless comrade roand him flings.*^ 
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Boast, Erin, boast tliem I tameless, frank, and free 
In kindness warm, and fierce in danger known. 

Bough Nature's children, humorous as she : 
And He, yon Chieftain — strike the proudest tone 
Of thy bold harp, green Isle I —the Hero is thine own. 

LXL 

Now on the scene Vimeira should be shown 

On Talavera's fight should Boderick gaze, 
And hear Corunna wail her battle won, 

And see Busaco's crest with lightning blaze: — ^ 
But shall fond fable mix with heroes praise ? 

Hath Fiction's stage for Truth's long triumphs 
room? 
And dare her wild-flowers mingle with the bays. 

That claim a long eternity to bloom 
Around the warrior's crest, and o'er the warrior's tomb I 

LXIL 

Or may I give adventurous Fancy scope. 
And stretch a bold hand to the awful veil 

That hides futurity from anxious hope, 
Bidding beyond its scenes of glory hail. 

And painting Europe rousing at the tale 

1 [For details of the battle of Vimeira, fought 21st August 
1808— of Corunna, 16th January 1809— of Talayera, 28th July 
1809-and of Busaco. 27th Sept. 1810— See Sir Walter Scott's 
Life of Napoleon (first edition), Tolumes tL and tU. under these 
dates.] 
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Of Spain's invader's from her confines hurl'd, 
While kindling nations buckle on their mail. 
And Fame, with clarion-blast and wings unfurrd. 
To Freedom and Revenge awakes aninjured World I ' 

LXIIL 

vain, though anxious, is the glance I cast, 
Since Fate has marked friturity her own : 
Yet fate resigns to worth the glorious past, 
The deeds recorded, and the laurels won. 
Then, though the Vault of Destiny ' he gone. 



1 [** The iiAtion will arlBe regenentte t 

Strong In her second jonth and beantlftil* 
And Uke a spirit that hath shaken off 
The clog of dull mortality, shall Spain 
Arise in glory.**— Sovtbxt's B«4«ritk, 

s Before finally dismissing the enchanted carem of Don Ro- 
derick, it may he noticed, that the legend occurs in one of Cal- 
deron's plays, entitled. La Virgin del Sagrario, The scene opens 
with the noise of the chase* and Recisnndo, a predecessor of 
Roderick upon the Gothic throne, enters pursuing a stag. The 
animal assumes the form of a man, and defies the king to enter 
the cave, which forms the bottom of the scene, and engage with 
him in single combat. The king accepts the challenge, and they 
engage accordingly, but without adrantage on either side, which 
Induces the Genie to inform Reclsundo, that he is not the mo* 
narch for whom the adventure of the enchanted carem is reserred, 
and he proceeds to predict the downfal of the Gothic monarchy, 
and of the Christian religion, which shall attend the discoyery 
of its mysteries. Recisundo, appalled by these prophecies, orders 
the caTem to be secured by a gate and bolts of iron. In the 
second part of the same play, we are informed that Don Ro« 
derick had removed the barrier, and transgressed the prohibition 
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Eingi Prelate, all the phantasms of my brain, 
Melted away like mist-wreaths in the stm 
Yet grant for faith, for valour, and for Spain, 
One note of pride and fire, a Patriot's parting strain ! ' 



of his ancestor, and had been apprized by the prodigies wliich 
he diseoTered of the approaching ruin of his Idngdom. 

1 1** For a mere introduction to the exploits of our English 
commanders, the story of Don Roderick's sins and confessions. 
— the minute description of his army and attendants,— and the 
whole interest and machinery of the enchanted ranlt, with the 
greater jMtrt of the Vision itself, are far too long and elaborate. 
They withdraw our curiosity and attention from the objects for 
which they had been bespoken, and gradually engage them upon 
a new and independent series of romantic adyentures, in which 
it is not easy to see how Lord Wellington and Bonaparte can 
have any concern. Bnt, on the other hand, no sooner is this 
new interest excited, — no sooner have we surrendered our ima- 
ginations into the hands of this dark enchanter, and heated Our 
fancies to the proper pitch for sympathizing in the fortunes of 
Gothic kings and Moorish inraders, with their imposing accom- 
paniments of harnessed knights, rarished damsels, and enchant- 
ed statues, than the whole romantic group Tanishes at once from 
our sight; and we are hurried, with minds yet disturbed with 
those powerful apparitions, to the comparatirely sober and cold 
narration of Bonaparte's yillanies, and to drawn battles between 
mere mortal combatants in English and French uniforms. The 
yast and elaborate yestibule, in short, in which we had been so 
long detained, 

Where wonders wild of Arabesqae combine 
With Ctothlc Imagery of darker ihade,' 

has no corresponding palace attached to it ; and the long noyi- 
ciate we are made to serye to the mysterious powers of romance 
is not repaid, after all, by an introduction to their awful pre. 
sence " J effrey.] 
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CONCLUSION. 



I. 

" Who shall command Estrella's mountain-tide* 

Back to the source, when tempest-chafed, to hie ? 
Who, when Gascogne's vex*d gulf is raging wide, 

Shall hush it as a nurse her infant's cry ? 
His magic power let such vain boaster try, 

And when the torrent shall his voice obey, 
And Biscay's whirlwinds list his lullaby. 

Let him stand forth and bar mine eagles* way, 
And they shall heed his voice, and at his bidding stay. 

II. 
"Else ne'er to stoop, till high on Lisbon's towers 
They close their wings, the symbol of our yoke. 
And their own sea hath whelmed yon red-cross 
Powers!" 

1 [MS«— '' Who shdl oommand the torrent*s headlong tide.**1 
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Thus, on the summit of Alverca's rock. 
To Marshal, Duke, and Peer, Gaul's Leader spoke, 

Whfle downward on the land his legions press, 
Before them it was rich with vine and flock. 

And smiled like Eden in her summer dress ; — 
Behind their wasteful march, a reeking wilderness.^ 

1 1 have Tentured to apply to t1i9 moTements of the French 
army that sublime passage in the prophecies of Joel, which seems 
applicable to them in more respeeis than that I have adopted 
in the text. One would think their rarages, thehr military ap- 
pointments, the terror which they spread mnong inraded nations, 
their military discipline, their arts of political intrigue and de- 
ceit, were distinctly pointed out in the following yerses of 
Scripture i — 

"2. A day of darknesse and of gloomlnesse, a day of clouds 
and of thick darknesse, as the morning spread upon the moun- 
tains t a great people and a strong, there hath not been cTer the 
like, neither shall be any more after it, eyen to the yeares of 
many generations. 3. A fire deyoureth before them» and behind 
them a flame bmmeth t the land is as the garden of Eden before 
them, und behinde them a desolate wilderness, yea, and nothing 
shall escape them. 4. The appearance of them is as the appear- 
ance of horses and as horsemen, so shall they runne. 5. Like 
the noise of chariots on the tops of mountains, shall they leap» 
like the noise of a flame of fire that deyoaceth the stubble, as a 
strong people set in battel array. 6. Before their face shall the 
people be much pained; all faces shall gather blacknesse. 7. 
They shaU run like mighty men, they shall climb the wall like 
men of warre, and they shaU march eyery one in his wayes, and 
they shall not break their ranks. 8. Neither shall one thrust 
another, they shall walk eyery one in his path : and when they 
fall upon the sword, they shall not be wounded. 9. They shaU 
run to and fro in the citie i they shall run upon the wall* they 
shall dimbe up upon the houses: they shall enter in at the 
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III. 

And shall the boastful Chief maintain his word. 
Though Heaven hath heard the wailings of the 
land, 
Though Lusitania whet her vengeful sword, 
Though Britons arm, and Wellington com- 
mand I 
No I grim Busaco's iron ridge shall stand 

An adamantine barrier to his force ; 
And from its base shall wheel his shattered band, 
As from the unshaken rock the torrent hoarse 
Bears off its broken waves, and seeks a devious course. 

IV. 

Yet not because Alcoba's mountain-hawk 
Hath on his best and bravest made her food, 

In numbers confident, yon Chief shall baulk 
His Lord's imperial thirst for spoil and blood : 

For full in view the promised conquest stood, 

windows like a thief. 10. The earth shall qnake before them, 
the heayens shall tremble, the sunoe and the moon shall be 
dark, and the starres shall withdraw their shining.** 

In Terse 20th also, which announces the retreat of the north- 
ern army, described in such dreadfnl colours, into a " land barren 
and desolate,*' and the dishonour with which God afflicted them 
for having ''magnified themselyes to do great things,** there are 
particulars not inapplicable to the retreat of Massena; Dirine 
JProyidence haying, in all ages, attached disgrace as the natural 
punishment of cruelty and presumption. 
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And Lisbon's matrons from their walls, imght 
sum 
The mjiiads that had half the world sabdued. 
And hear the distant thunders of the dram, 
That bid the bands of France to storm and havoc 
come. 

V. 

Four moons have heard these thunders idly roll'd, 

Have seen these wistful myriads eye their prey, 
As famish'd wolves survey a guarded fold — 

But in the middle path a Lion lay I 
At length they move — ^but not to battle-fray, 

Nor blaze yon fires where meets the manly fight ; 
Beacons of infamy, they light the way 

Where cowardice and cruelty unite 
To damn with double shame their ignominious flight ! 

VL 

triumph for the Fiends of Lust and Wrath ! 

Ne*er to be told, yet ne'er to be forgot. 
What wanton horrors mark'd their wreckful path I 

The peasant butcher'd in his ruin'd cot, 
The hoary priest even at the altar shot. 

Childhood and age given o'er to sword and flame, 
Woman to infamy ; — ^no crime forgot. 

By which inventive demons might proclaim 
Immortal hate to man, and scorn of God's great name 1 
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VII, 

The radest sentinel, in Britain born, 

With horror paused to view the havoc done, 

Gave his poor crust to feed some wretch forlorn,* 
Wiped his stem eye, then fiercer grasp'd his gun. 

Nor with less zeal shall Britain's peaceful son 

1 Eren the unexampled gallantry of the British army in the 
campaign of 1810-11, although they neyer fought but to conquer, 
will do them less honour in history than their humanity, atten- 
tive to soften to the utmost of their power the horrors which 
war, in its mildest aspect, must always inflict upon the defence- 
less inhabitants of the country in which it is waged, and which, 
on this occasion, were tenfold augmented by the barbarous cruel- 
ties of the French. Soup-kitchens were established by subscrip- 
tion among the officers, whererer the troops were quartered for 
any length of time. The commissaries contributed the heads, 
feet, ftc of the cattle slaughtered for the soldiery t rice, yegetables, 
and bread* where it could be had, were purchased by the officers. 
Fifty or sixty starving peasants were daily fed at one of these regi- 
mental establishments, and carried home the relics to their fa- 
mished households. The emaciated wretches, who could not crawl 
from weakness, were speedily employed in pruning their vines. 
While pursuing Massena, the soldiers evinced the same spirit of 
humanity, and in many instances, when reduced themselves to 
short allowance, from having out-marched their supplies, they 
shared their pittance with the starving inhabitants, who had ven- 
tured back to view the ruins of their habitations, burnt by the 
retreating enemy, and to bury the bodies of their relations whom 
they had butchered. Is it possible to know such facts without 
feeling a sort of confidence, that those who so well deserve victory 
are most likely to attain it ?— It is not the least of Lord Welling- 
ton's military merits, that the sUghtest disposition towards ma* 
rauding meets immediate punishment. Independently of all moral 
obligation, the army which is most orderly in a friendly country, 
has always proved most formidable to an armed enemy. 
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Exult the debt of sympathy to pay ; 
Riches nor poverty the tax shall shun. 
Nor prince nor peer, the wealthy nor the gay, 
Nor the poor peasant's mite, nor bard's more worth« 
less lay.^ 

VIII. 
But thou — ^unfoughten wilt thou yield to Fate, 

Minion of Fortune, now miscall'd in vain I 
Can vantage-ground no confidence create, 

Marcella's pass, nor Guarda's mountain-chain? 
Vainglorious fugitive I * yet turn again I 

1 [The MS. has for the preceding fire lines — 

** AmA la pfunalt TlndiotlTe honied on. 
And O, mrriTon Md l lo yon belong 
Tributes from each that Britain calls her son, 
Vrom alt her nobles, all her wealthier throng; 
So her poor peasant's mite, and minstrel's poorer song.** 

S The French conducted this memorable retreat with much of 
itie fanfcarrcnade proper to their country, by which they attempt 
to impose upon others, and perhaps on themselves, a belief that 
they are triumphing in the yery moment of their discomfiture. 
On the dOth March 1811, their rear-guard was overtaken near 
Pega by the British cavalry. Being well posted, and conceiving 
themselves safe from infantry (who were indeed many miles in 
the rear), and from artillery, they indulged themselves in parad- 
ing their bands of music, and actually performed ** God save the 
King.'* Their minstrelsy was, however, deranged by the unde- 
sired accompaniment of the British horse-artillery, on whose 
part in the concert they had not calculated. The surprise was 
sudden, and the rout complete ; for the artillery and cavalry did 
exeeution upon them for about four miles, pursuing at the gallop 
ai often as they got beyond the range of the guns. 
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Behold, where, named by some prophetic Seer, 
Flows Honour's Fountain,^ as foredoom'd the stain 
From thy dishononr'd name and arms to clear — 
Fallen Child of Fortune, turn, redeem her favour here I 

IX. 

Yet, ere thou tum'st, collect each distant aid ; 

Those chief that never heard the lion ro ar ! 
Within whose souls lives not a trace pourtray'd, 

Of Talavera, or Mondego's shore I 
Marshal each band thou hast, and summon more ; 

Of war's fell stratagems exhaust the whole ; 
Rank upon rank, squadron on squadron pour, 

Legion on legion on thy foeman roll. 
And weary out his arm — thoucan'st not quell his soul. 

X. 

vainly gleams with steel Agueda's shore ; 

Vainly thy squadrons hide Assuava's plain. 
And front the flying thunders as they roar, 

With frantic charge and tenfold odds, in vain 1^ 

1 The litdral translation of FuenUs cT Honoro. 

s In the seyere action of Fuentes d' Honoro, upon 5th May 
1811, the grand mass of the French cayalry attacked the right 
of the British position, covered by two guns of the horse-artil- 
lery, and two squadrons of cavalry. After suffering considerably 
from the fire of the guns, which annoyed them in every attempt 
at formation, the enemy turned their wrath entirely towards 
them, distributed brandy among their troopers, and advanced to 
carry the field-pieces with the desperation of drunken fury. They 
were in nowise checked by the heavy loss which they sustained 

IX. 2 D 
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And what avails thee that, tor Cameron slam,* 

Wild from his plaided ranks the yell was given — 
Vengeance and grief gave mountain-rage the rein, 

in this daring attempt, but closed, and fairly mingled with the 
British cavalry, to whom they bore the proportion of ten to one% 
Captain Ramsay (let me be permitted to name a gallant coun- 
tryman), who commanded the two guns, dismissed them at the 
gallop, and, putting himself at the head of the mounted artil- 
lerymen, ordered them to fall upon the French, 8abre-in-hand« 
This Tery unexpected conversion of artillerymen into dragoons, 
contributed greatly to the defeat of the enemy, already discon- 
certed by the reception they had met from the two British squad- 
rons; and the appearance of some small reinforcements* not* 
withstanding the Immense disproportion of force, put them to 
absolute rout. A colonel or major of their cavalry, and many 
prisoners (almost all intoxicated), remained in our possession. 
Those who consider for a moment the difference of the serrioeBt 
and how much an artillerymen is necessarily and naturally led 
to identify his own safety and utility with abiding by the tre- 
mendous implement of war, to the exercise of which he is chiefly» 
if not exclusively, trained, will know how to estimate the pre- 
sence of mind which commanded so bold a manoeuvre, and the 
steadiness and confidence with which it was executed. 

1 The gallant Colonel Cameron was wounded mortally during 
the desperate contest in the streets of the village called Fuentes 
d'Honoro. He fell at the head of his native Highlanders, the 
71st and 79th, who raised a dreadful shriek of grief and rage* 
They charged, with irresistible fury, the finest body of French 
grenadiers ever seen, being a part of Bonaparte's selected guard* 
The officer who led the French, a man remarkable for stature 
and symmetry, was killed on the spot. The Frenchman who 
stepped out of his rank to take aim at Colonel Cameron, 
was also bayoneted, pierced with a thousand wounds, and al-> 
most torn to pieces by the furious Highlanders, who, under the 
command of Colonel Cadogan, bore the enemy out of the con* 
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And, at the bloody spear-point headlong driven, 
Thy Despot'sgiant guards fled like the rack of heaven. 

XL 
Go, baffled boaster I teach thy haughty mood 

To plead at thine imperious master's throne. 
Say, thou hast left his legions in their blood, 

Deceived *his hopes, and frustrated thine own ; 
Say, that thine utmost skill and valour shown, 

By British skill and valour were outvied ; 
Last say, thy conqueror was Wellington I 

And if he chafe, be his own fortune tried — 
God and our cause to friend, the venture we'll abide. 

XIL 
But you, ye heroes of that well-fought day. 

How shall a bard, unknowing and unknown, 
His meed to each victorious leader pay. 

Or bind on every brow the laurels won ? ^ 
Yet fain my harp would wake its boldest tone, 

0*er the wide sea to hail Cadogan brave ; 
And he, perchance, the minstrel-note might own, 

Mindful of meeting brief that Fortune gave 
Mid yon far western isles that hear the Atlantic rave. 



tested ground at the point of the bayonet. Massena pays my 
countrymen a singular compliment in his account of the attack 
and defence of this Tillage* in which he says, the British loit 
many officers, and Scotch, 
I [See Appendix. Note D.] 
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XIII. 

Yes I hard the task, when Britons wield the sword 

To give each Chief and every field its fame : 
Hark ! Albuera thunders Bebesford, 

And Red Barosa shouts for dauntless Graeme ! 
for a verse of tumult and of flame, 

Bold as the bursting of their cannon sound, 
To bid the world re-echo to their fame I 

For never, upon gory battle-ground, 
With conquest's well-bought wreath were braver 
victors crown'd I 

XIV 

who shall grudge him Albuera's bays,' 
Who brought a race regenerate to the field, 

Roused them to emulate their fathers' praise, 
Tempered their headlong rage, their courage 
steel'd.* 



^ [MS.—** O who shAll gradge yon chief the victor's bays."] 
' Nothing during the war of Portugal seems to a distinct ob- 
serrer, more deserving of praise, than the selMevotion of Field- 
Marshal Beresford, wlio was contented to undertake all the 
hazard of obloquy which might have been founded upon any 
miscarriage in the highly-important experiment of training the 
Portuguese troops to an improred state of discipline. In expos- 
ing his military reputation to the censure of imprudence from 
the most moderate, and all manner of unutterable calumnies from 
the ignorant and malignant, he placed at stake the dearest pledge 
which a military man had to offer, and nothing but the deepest 
eonyiction of the high and essential importance attached to suc- 
eess can be supposed an adequate motive. How great the chance 
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And raised fair Lusitania's fallen shield, 

And gave new edge to Lusitania's sword, 
And taught her sons forgotten arms to wield — 
Shiver'd my harp, and burst its every chord, 
If it forget thy worth, victorious Beresford ! 

Not on that bloody field of battle won, 
Though GauPs proud legions roll'd like mist 
away. 

Was half his self-devoted valour shown, — 
He gaged but life on that illustrious day ; 

But when he toil'd those squadrons to array, 



of miscarriage was supposed, may be estimated from the gene- 
ral opinion of officers of unquestioned talents and experience, 
possessed of every opportunity of information ; how completely 
the experiment has succeeded, and how much the spirit and 
patriotism of our ancient alUes had been underrated, is evident, 
not only from those victories in which they have borne a distin- 
guished share, but from the liberal and highly honourable man- 
ner in which these opinions have been retracted. The success 
of this plan, with all its important consequences, we owe to the 
indefatigable exertions of Field-Marshal Beresford. 

'• [MS.— ** Not greater on IhAt monnt of strife And blood. 

While Qaal'8 proad legions roll'd like mist away. 
And tides of gore stained Albaera*8 flood. 

And Poland's shattered lines before bim lay. 
And clarions hall'd him victor of the day. 

Kot greater when he toil'd yon legions to array, 

*Twas life he peril'd In that stubborn game. 
And life 'gainst honour when did soldier weigh t 

But. self'devoted to his generous aim. 
Far dearer than his life the hero pledged his fame.** 
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Who fought like Britons in the bloody game, 
Sharper than Polish pike or assagay, 
He braved the shafts of censure and of shame, 
And, dearer far than life he pledged a soldier's fame. 

XVI. 

Nor be his praise o'erpast who strove to hide 
Beneath the warrior's vest afifection's wound, 
Whose wish Heaven for his country's weal denied ; ^ 

Danger and fate he sought, but glory found. 
From clime to clime, where'er war's trumpet sound, 
The wanderer went ; yet, Caledonia I still • 
Thine was his thought in march and tented ground ; 
He dream'd 'mid Alpine cliffs of Athole's hill. 
And heard in Ebro's roar his Lyndoch's lovely rilL* 



* [MS.—'* Nor tM) his meed o'erpast who sadly tried 

With ▼ftloar's wreath to hide alftetion's woand* 
To whom his wish Hearen for our weal denied.** 
2 [MS.—*' From war to war the wanderer went his round, 
Tet was liis soul in Caledonia still 
Hers was his thought,** AcJ 

5 [MS. "fairy rill." 

** These lines excel the noisier and more general paneg^cs 
of the commanders in Portugal, as much as the sweet and thril- 
ling tones of the harp surpass an ordinary flourish of drums and 
trumpets." — <iuart»rly Review, 

«* Perhaps it is our nationality which makes us like better the 
tribute to General Grahame — though there is something, we be- 
lieve, in the softness of the sentiment that will be felt, eyen by 
English readers, as a relief from the exceeding clamour and loud 
boastings of all the surrounding stanzas.**— JSirfinfttify* Seview.'] 



I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ooNGLuaiCM. 423 

XVII. 
hero of a race renown'd of old, 

Whose war-cry oft has waked the battle-swell, 
Since first distinguished in the onset bold, 

Wild sounding when the Roman rampart fell ! 
By Wallace' side it rung the Southron's knell, 

Aldeme, Kilsythe, and Tibber, own'd its fame, 
Tummell's rude pass can of its terrors tell, 
But ne'er from prouder field arose the name. 
Than when wild Ronda leam'd the conquering shout 
of Gb^me ! * 



I This stanza aUades to the varioas achieviEents of the war- 
like family of Gneme, or Grahame. They are said, by tradition, 
to haye descended from the Scottish chief, under whose com- 
mand his countrymen stormed the wall built by the Emperor 
BeTerus between the Friths of Forth and Clyde, the fragments 
of which are still popularly called GrsBme's Dyke. Sir John 
the GrsBmot '*the hardy wight, and wise,** is well-known as 
the friend of Sir WilUam Wallace. Aldeme, Kilsythe, and Tib- 
bermuir, were scenes of the victories of the heroic Marquis of 
Montrose. The pass of Killycrankie is famous for the action 
between King William's forces and the Highlanders in 1689, 

'* Where glad Dundee in faint hnssu expired.* 

It is seldom that one line can number so many heroeSt and 
yet more rare when it can appeal to the glory of a living descen- 
dant in support of its ancient renown. 

The allusions to the private history and character of General 
Grahame may be iUustrated by referring to the eloquent and 
affecting speech of Mr Sheridan, upon the vote of thanks to the 
Victor of Barosa. 
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XVIIL 

But all too long, through seas unknown and dark, 

(With Spenser's parable I close my tale,) ^ 
By shoal and rock hath steer'd my venturous bark. 

And landward now I drive before the gale. 
And now the blue and distant shore I hail, 

And nearer now I see the port expand, 
And now I gladly furl my weary sail. 

And, as the prow light touches on the strand, 
I strike my red-cross flag and bind my skiff to land.* 



^ V* Now, strike your laUest 7M tolly OMrinen, 
For we be oome anto % anlet rode. 
Where we mnitlMid lome of onr pMsengen, 

And light this weary vessell of her lode. 
Here she awhile may make her safe abode, 

Till she repaired have her tackles spent 
And wants sapplide; and then afaine abroad 
On the long Toiage whereto she is bent t 
well may she speede, and fairly finish her intent !** 

FtttrU QnMiM, Book L Canto 13J 

2 [« The Vision of Don Roderick has been received with leas 
interest by the public than any of the anthor*s other perform- 
ances ; and has been read* we should imagine, with some degree 
of disappointment even by those who took it up with the most 
reasonable expectations. Yet it is written with very consider- 
able spirit, and with more care and effort than most of the 
author's compositions } — with a degree of effort, indeed* which 
could scarcely have failed of success, if the author had not 
succeeded so splomdidly on other occasions without any effort 
at all, or had chosen any other subject than that which fills 
the cry of our alehouse politicians, and suppUes the gabble 
of all the quidnunei in this country, — our depending cam- 
paigns in Spain and Portugal*— with the exploits of Lord Wei* 
lington and the spoliations of the French armies. The nominal 
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Bubjeet of the poem, indeed, is the Yision of Don Roderick, in 
the eighth century s^but this is obyionsly a mere prelude to the 
grand piece of our recent battles, — a sort of machinery deyised 
to give dignity and effect to their introduction. In point of 
fact, the poem begins and ends with Lord Wellington ; and 
being written for the benefit of the plundered Portuguese, and 
upon a Spanish story, the thing could not well have been other* 
wise. The public, at this moment, will listen to nothing about 
Spain, but the history of the Spanish war ; and the old Gothic 
king, and the Moors, are considered, we dare say, by Mr Scott's 
most impatient readers, as very tedious interlopers in the proper 

business of the piece The poem has scarcely any story, 

and scarcely any characters ; and consists, in truth, almost en* 
tirely of a series of descriptions, intermingled with plaudits 
and execrations. The descriptions are many of them yery fine, 
though the style is more turgid and verbose than in the better 
parts of Mr Scott's other productions ; but the inyectives and 
acclamations are too Tehement and too frequent to be either 
graceful or impressire. There is no climax or progression to 
relieve the ear, or stimulate the imagination. Mr Scott sets out 
on the very highest pitch of his voice ; and keeps it up to the 
end of the measure. There are no grand swells, therefore, or 
overpowering bursts in his song. All, from first to last, is loud, 
and clamorous, and obtrusive, — indiscriminately noisy, and often 
ineffectually exaggerated. He has fewer new images than in 
his other poetry — ^his tone is less natural and varied, — and he 
moves, upon the whole, with a slower and more laborious 
pace."— Jeffrey, 1811. 



'* No comparison can be fairly instituted between compositions 
so wholly different in style and designation as the present poem 
and Mr Scott's former productions. The present poem neither 
lias, nor, from its nature, could have the interest which arises 
from an eventful plot, or a detailed delineation of character; 
and we shall arrive at a far more accurate estimation of its 
merits by comparing it with * The Bard • of Gray, or that par^ 
ticular scene of Ariosto, where Bradamante beholds the wonder* 
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of Merlin's tomb. To this it has many strong and eyident 
features of resemblance ; but, in onr opinion, greatly surpasses 
it both in the dignity of the objects represented, and the pio- 
toresqne effect of the machinery. 

" We are inclined to rank The Vision of Bon Roderick, not 
only aboTe * The Bard,* bat (excepting Adam*8 Vision from 
the Mount of Paradise, and the matchless beauties of the sixth 
book of Virgil), above all the historical and poetical prospects 
which have come to our knowledge. The scenic representation 
is at once gorgeous and natural ; and the language, and imagery* 
is altogether as spirited, and bears the stamp of more care and 
polish than even the most celebrated of the author*s former 
productions. If it please us less than these, we must attribute 
it in part perhaps to the want of contrivance, and in a still 
greater degree to the nature of the subject itself, which is de- 
prived of all the interest derived from suspense or sympathy, 
and, as far as it is connected with modem politics, represents a 
■cene too near our immediate inspection to admit the interposi* 
tion of the magic glass of fiction and poetry.*' — Quarterly Be^ 
vistff, October 1811.] 
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APPENDIX. 



Note A. 



And guide me, Prteat, to that mystertous roomy 
Where, if aught true in old tradition be^ 
Sis nation's Juture fate a Spanish King shall see, — P. 879. 

The transition of an incident from history to tradition, and 
from tradition to £Bible and romance, becoming more marvellona 
at each step from its original simplicity, is not ill exemplified in 
the account of the '* Fated Chamber ** of Don Roderick, as ^ven 
by his namesake, the historian of Toledo, contrasted with sub- 
sequent and more romantic accounts of the same subterranean 
discovery. I give the Archbishop of Toledo's tale in the words 
of Nonius, who seems to intimate (though very modestly), that 
ihefatale palatium, of which so much had been said, was only 
the ruins of a Boman amphitheatre. 

" Extra muros, septentrionem versus, vestigia magni olim 
theatri sparsa visuntur. Auctor est Rodericus, Toletanus Archi- 
episcopua ante Arabum in Hispanias irrnptionem, hie fataHe pa- 
latium frdsse ; quod invicti vectes setema ferri robora claudebant, 
ne reseratum Hispanias excidium adferret; quod in fatis non 
vulgus solum, sed et prudentissimi quique credebant. Sed Ro- 
derici ultimi Gothorum Regis animum infelix curiositas subiit, 
sciendi quid sub tot vetitis daustris observaretur ; ingentes ibi 
superiorom regum opes et arcanos thesauros servari ratus. Seras 
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et pessolos perfringi corat, iiiTitis omnibiu ; nihil pneter arenUm 
repertam, et in ea lintenm, quo ezplicato nove et insolentet 
hominnm fiuaes habitusqae apparuere, cum inscriptione Latina, 
Siipanim exddium ab iUa gtnU imminerei Ynltiu habitusqae 
Manronim erant Qnamobrem ex Africa tantam cladem instare 
regi csteriaqne penuasom ; nee £d80 ut Hispanis annales etiam- 
nom queruntnr.* — JSupania lAidovie. Nonij, cap. iix. 

Bnt, about the term of the expulsion of the Moors firom Gh-e- 
nada, we find, in the " JSistoria Verdadeyra dd Rey Don Rod» 
rigo" a (pretended) translation firom the Arabic of the sage AU 
oayde Abulcacim Tarif Abentarique, a legend which puts to 
shame the modesty of the historian Roderiokf with his chest and 
prophetic picture. The custom of ascribing a pretended Moorish 
original to these legendary histories, is ridiculed bj Genrantes, 
who affects to translate the History of the Knight of the Woful 
Figure, from the Arabic of the sage Gid Hamet Benengeli. As 
I have been indebted to the JSistoria Verdadeyra for some of the 
imagery employed in the text, the following literal translation 
firom the work itself may gratify the inquisitive reader : — 

<* One mile on the east side of the city of Toledo, among some 
rooks, was situated an ancient tower, of a magnificent structure, 
though much dilapidated by time which consumes all ; four 
estadoes (t. e. four times a man's height) below it, there was a 
cave with a very narrow entrance, and a gate cut out of the 
solid rock, lined with a strong ooyering of iron, and fitstened 
with many locks; above the gate some Greek letters are en- 
graved, which, although abbreviated, and of doubtfiil meaning, 
were thus interpreted, according to the exposition of learned 
men : — * The King who opens this cave, and can discover the 
wonders, will discover both good and evil things.* — Many 
kings desired to know the mystery of this tower, and sought 
to find out the manner with much care ; but when they opened 
the gate, such a tremendous noise arose in the cave, that it ap- 
peared as if the earth was bursting; many of those present 
sickened with fear, and others lost their lives. In order to 
prevent such great perils (as they supposed a dangerous enchant- 
ment was contained within), they secured the gate with new locks, 
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oonoinding, that, tkongh a king was destined to open it, the fitted 
time was not yet aniyed. At kst King Don Rodrigo, led on bj 
his evil fortune and nnlacky destinj, opened the tower ; and some 
bold attendants, whom he had brought with him, entered, al- 
though agitated with fear. Having proceeded a good way, thej 
fled hack to the entrance, terrified with a frightful vision which 
they had beheld. The King was greatly moved, and ordered 
many torches, so contrived that the tempest in the cave could 
not extinguish them, to be lighted. Then the King entered, not 
without fear, before all the others. They discovered, by degrees, 
a splendid hall, apparently built in a very sumptuous numner } 
in the middle stood a Bronze Statue of very ferocious appearance, 
which held a battle-axe in its hands. With this he struck the 
floor violently, giving it such heavy blows, that the noise in the 
cave was occasioned by the motion of the air. The King, greatly 
affiighted and astonished, began to conjure this terrible vision, 
promising that he would return without doing any injury in the 
cave, aflter he had obtained a sight of what was contained in it. 
The statue ceased to strike the floor, and the Eling with his fol- 
lowers, somewhat assured, and recovering their courage, pro- 
ceeded into the hall ; and on the left of the statue they found 
this inscription on the wall, * Unfortunate King I thou hast en- 
tered here in evil hour.* On the right side of the wall these 
words were inscribed, *■ By strange nations thou shalt be dispos- 
sessed, and thy subjects foully degraded.* On the shoulders of 
the statue other words were written, which said, * I call upon 
the Arabs.* And upon his breast was written, * I do my office.* 
At the entrance to the hall there was placed a round bowl, from 
which a great noise, like the fall of waters, proceeded. They 
found no other thing in the hall ; and when the King, sorrowful 
and greatly affected, had scarcely turned about to leave the cavenii 
the statue again commenced its accustomed blows upon the floor. 
After they had mutually promised to conceal what they had 
seen, they again dosed the tower, and blocked up the gate of the 
cavern with earth, that no memory might remain in the world of 
snch a portentous and evil-boding prodigy. The ensuing midnight 
they heard great cries and cUmour from the cave, resounding 
like the noise of battle, and the ground shaking with a tremen- 
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douf rotr ; ths whole edifice of the old tower fell to the gronnd, 
hy whieh thej were grettlj affirigfated, the Tiiioii which they 
had heheld appearing to them as a dream. 

''The Kbg having left the tower, ordered wise men to explain 
what the inscriptions signified ; and having oonsnlted npon and 
studied their meaning, thej dedared that the statae of hronze, 
with the motion which it made with its hattle-axe, signified 
Time ; and that its o£Eloe, alluded to in the inscription on its 
hreast, was, that he never rests a smgle moment The words on 
the shoulders, * I call upon the Arahe,' thej expounded, that, in 
time, Spain would he conquered bj the Arabs. The words upon 
the left wall signified the destruction of King Bodrigo ; those on 
the right, the dreadful Calamities which were to faiHl npon the 
Spaniards and Goths, and that the unfortunate King would be 
dispossessed of all his states. Finally, the letters on the portal in- 
dicated, that good would betide to the conquerors, and evil to the 
conquered, of which experience proved the truth.**— J^tona 
Verdadeyra dd Hey Don Rodrigo, Qninta impression. Ma> 
drid, 1654, iv. p. 23. 



Note B. 

High blazed the war^ and long, and far, and wide, — P. 399 

Those who were disposed to believe that mere virtue and energy 
are able of themselves to work forth the salvation of an oppressed 
people, surprised in a moment of confidence, deprived of their offi- 
cers, armies, and fortresses, who had every means of resistance to 
seek in the very moment when they were to be made use of, and 
whom the numerous treasons among the higher orders deprived of 
confidence in their natural leaders, — those who entertained this 
enthusiastic but delusive opinion may be pardoned for expressing 
their disappointment at the protracted war&re in the Peninsula. 
There are, however, another class of persons, who, having them- 
selves the highest dread or veneration, or something allied to both, 
for the power of the modem Attila, will nevertheless give the 
heroical Spaniards little or no credit for the long, stubborn, and 
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UDsabdned resistance of three years to a power before whom their 
former well-prepared, well-armed, and nameroos adversaries fell 
in the course of as many months. While these gentlemen plead 
for deference to Bonaparte, and crave 

** Respect for hU great place- -and bid tae devil 
Be duly honoured tor his burning throne,** 

it may not De altogether unreasonable to claim some modification 
of ctinsure upon those who have been long and to a great extent 
successfully resisting this great enemy of mankind. That the 
energy of Spain has not uniformly been directed by conduct equal 
to its vigour, has been too obvious ; that her armies, under their 
complicated disadvantages, have shared the fate of such as were 
defeated after taking the field with every possible advantage of 
arms and discipline, is surely not to be wondered at. But that a 
nation, under the circumstances of repeated discomfiture, internal 
treason, and the mismanagement incident to a temporary and 
hastily adopted government, should have wasted by its stubborn, 
uniform, and prolonged resistance, myriads after myriads of those 
soldiers who had overrun the world — that some of its provinces 
should, like Galicia, after being abandoned by their allies, and 
overrun by their enemies, have recovered their freedom by their 
own unassisted exertions ; that others, like Catalonia, undismayed 
by the treason which betrayed some fortresses, and the force 
which subdued others, should not only have continued their re- 
sistance, but have attained over their victorious enemy a supe- 
riority, which is even now enabling them to besiege and retake 
the places of strength which had been wrested from them, is a 
tale hitherto untold in the revolutionary war. To say that such 
a people cannot be subdued, would be presumption similar to that 
of those who protested that Spam could not defend herself for a 
year, or Portugal for a month ; but that a resistance which has 
been continued for so long a space, when the usurper, except 
during the short-lived Austrian campaign, had no other enemies 
on the continent, should be now less successful, when repeated 
defeats have broken the reputation of the French armies, and 
IS 2e 
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when they are likelj (it would seem almost in desperation) to 
■eek occapation elsewhere, is a prophecy as improbable as im- 
gracious. And while we are in the humour of severely censur- 
ing our allies, gallant and devoted as they have shewn themselves 
in the cause of national liberty, because they may not instantly 
adopt those measures which we in our wisdom may deem essen- 
tial to success, it might be well if we endeavoured first to resolve 
the previous questions, — 1st, Whether we do not at this moment 
know much less of the Spanish armies than those of Portugal, 
which were so promptly condemned as totally inadequate to assist 
in the preservation of their country ? 2d, Whether, indepen- 
dently of any right we have to offer more than advice and assist- 
ance to our independent allies, we can expect that they should 
renounce entirely the national pride which is inseparable from 
patriotism, and at once condescend not only to be saved by our 
assistance, but to be saved in our own way ? 3d, Whether, if it 
be an object (as undoubtedly it is a main one), that the Spanish 
troops should be trained under British discipline, to the flexibility 
of movement, and power of rapid concert and combination, which 
is essential to modern war ; such a consummation is likely to be 
produced by abusing them in newspapers and periodical publica- 
tions ? Lastly, Since the undoubted authority of British officers 
makes us now acquainted with part of the horrors that attend in- 
vasion, and which the providence of Gbd, the valour of our navy, 
and perhaps the very efforts of these Spaniards, have hitherto 
diverted from us, it may be modestly questioned whether we 
ought to be too forward to estimate and condemn the feeling of 
temporary stupefaction which they create ; lest, in so doing, we 
should resemble the worthy clergyman, who, while he had him- 
self never snuffed a candle with his fingers, was disposed severely 
to criticise the conduct of a martyr, who winced a little among 
its flame?. 
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Note C. 

They won not Zaragoxa, but her children's bloody tomh. — 

P. 401 

The interesting account of Mr Yaughan has made most readers 
acquainted with the first siege of Zaragoza.^ The last and fatal 
siege of that gallant and devoted city is detailed with great elo- 
quence and precision in the ^* Edinburgh Annual Register ** for 
1809, — a work in which the affairs of Bpain have been treated of 
with attention corresponding to their deep interest, and to the 
peculiar sources of information open to the historian. The fol- 
lowing are a few brief extracts from this splendid historical nar- 
rative : — 

** A breach was soon made in the mud walls, and then, as in 
the former siege, the war was carried on in the streets and houses; 
but the French had been taught bj experience, that in this spe- 
cies of warfare the Zaragozans derived a superiority from the feel- 
ing and principle which inspired them, and the cause for which 
they fought The onlj means of conquering Zaragoza was to de- 
stroy it house by house, and street by street ; and upon this sys- 
tem of destruction they proceeded. Three companies of miners, 
and eight companies of sappers, carried on this subterraneous war ; 
the Spaniards, it is said, attempted to oppose them by counter- 
mines ; these were operations to which they were wholly unused, 
and, according to the French statement, their miners were every 
day discovered and suffocated. Meantime, the bombardment was 
incessantly kept up. ' Within the last 48 hours,' said Palafox, 
in a letter to his friend General Doyle, *■ 6000 shells have been 
thrown in. Two-thirds of the town are in ruins, but we shall 
perish under the ruins of the remaining third, rather than sur- 
render.' In the course of the siege, above 17,000 bombs were 
thrown at the town ; the stock of powder with which Zaragoza 
had been stored was exhausted ; they had none at last but what 

^ See Narratire of the Siege of Zaragoza, by Bichard Charles Vaughan. Esq^ 
1809. The Bight Honourable B. 0. Vanghan Is now British Minister at Washing- 
ton. 1833. 
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ihej mannfiMStnred day bj day ; and no other cannon-balls than 
thoae which were shot into the town, and which they collected 
and fired back npon the enemy." 

In the midst of these horrors and prirations, the pestilence 
broke oat in Zaragosa. To Tarions causes, enomerated by the 
annalist, he adds, " scantiness of food, crowded quarters, nnusnal 
exertion of body, anxiety of mind, and the impossibility of re- 
croiting their exhausted strength by needful rest, in a city which 
was almost incessantly bombarded, and where every hour their 
sleep was broken by the tremendous explosion of mines. There 
was now no respite, either by day or night, for this devoted city ; 
even the natural order of light and darkneiw was destroyed in 
Zaragoza ; by day it was involved in a red snlphnreous atmo- 
sphere of smoke, which hid the fiuse of heaven ; by night, the fire 
of cannons and mortars, and the flames of burning houses, kept 
it in a state of terrific illumination. 

*' When once the pestilence had begun, it was impossible to 
check its progress, or confine it to one quarter of the city. Hos- 
pitab were immediately established, — ^there were above thirty of 
them ; as soon as one was destroyed by the bombardment, the 
patients were removed to another, and thus the infection was 
carried to every part of Zaragoza. Famine aggravated the evil ; 
the city had probably not been sufficiently provided at the com- 
mencement of the siege, and of the provisions which it contained, 
much was destroyed in the daily ruin which the mines and bombs 
efiected. Had the Zaragozans and their garrison proceeded ac- 
cording to military rules, they would have surrendered before the 
end of January ; their batteries had then been demolished, there 
were open breaches in many parts of their weak walls, and the 
enemy were already within the city. On the 30th, above sixty 
houses were blown up, and the French obtuned possession of the 
monasteries of the Augustines and Las Monicas, which adjoined 
each other, two of the last defensible places left. The enemy forced 
their way into the church ; every column, every chapel, every 
altar, became a point of defence, which was repeatedly attacked^ 
taken, and retaken ; the pavement was covered with blood, the 
aisles and body of the church strewed with the dead, who were 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VISION OF DON BODEBICR. 437 

trampled under foot bj the combatants. In the midst of this con- 
flict, the roof, shattered by repeated bombs, fell in : the few who 
were not omshed, after a short panse, which this tremendous 
shock, and thdr own unexpected escape, occasioned, renewed the 
fight with rekindling fury : fresh parties of the enemj poured in ; 
monks, and citizens, and soldiers came to the defence, and the 
contest was continued upon the ruins, and the bodies of the dead 
and the dying." 

Yet, seventeen days after sustaining these extremities, did the 
heroic inhabitants of Zaragoza continue their defence ; nor did 
ihey then surrender until their despair had extracted from the 
French generals a capitulation, more honourable than has been 
granted to fortresses of the first order. 

Who shall venture to refuse the Zaragozans the eulogium con- 
ferred upon them by the eloquence of Wordsworth ! — ^** Most glo- 
riously have the citizens of Zaragoza proved that the true army of 
Spain, in a contest of this nature, is the whole people. The same 
city has also exemplified a melancholy, yea, a dismal truth, — ^yet 
consolatory and full of joy, — that when a people are called sudden- 
ly to fight for their liberty, and are sorely pressed upon, their best 
field of battle is the floors upon which their children have played ; 
the chambers where the family of each man has slept (his own or 
his neighbours') ; upon or under the roofis by which they have 
been sheltered ; in the gardens of their recreation ; in the street, 
or in the market-place ; before the altars of their temples, and 
among their congregated dwellings, blazing or uprooted. 

" The government of Spain must never forget Zaragoza for a 
moment. Nothing is wanting to produce the same effects every- 
where, but a leading mind, such as that city was blessed with. In 
the latter contest this has been proved ; for Zaragoza contained, 
at that time, bodies of men from almost all parts of Spain. The 
narrative of those two sieges should be the manual of every 
Spaniard. He may add to it the ancient stories of Numantia and 
Saguntum ; let him sleep upon the book as a pillow, and if he be 
a devout adherent to the religion of his country, let him wear it 
in his bosom for his crucifix to rest upon." — Wordsworth <m 
the Convention of ChOra. 
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Note D. 
But jfOtt, ye heroes of that well-fought day^ ff^ — ^P. 419. 

[The Edinburgh Reviewer offered the following remarks on what 
he considered as an unjust omission in this part of the poem : — 

" We are not very apt," he says, " to quarrel with a poet for 
his politics ; and realty supposed it next to impossible that Mr 
Scott should have given us any ground of dissatisfaction on this 
score, in the management of his present theme. Lord Wellington 
and his fellow-soldiers well deserved the laurels they have won ;— 
nor is there one British heart, we believe, that will not feel proud 
and grateful for all the honours with which British genius 
can invest their names. In the praises which Mr Scott has be- 
stowed, therefore, all his readers will sympathize ; but for those 
which he has withheld^ there are some that will not so readily 
forgive him : and in our eyes, we will confess, it is a sin not 
easily to be expiated, that in a poem written substantially for the 
purpose of commemorating the brave who have fought or fallen in 
Spain or Portugal — ^and written by a Scotchman — there should be 
no mention of the name of Moore !— of the only commander-in- 
chief who was fallen in this memorable contest ; of a commander 
who was acknowledged as the model and pattern of a British 
soldier, when British soldiers stood most in need of such an 
example ; — and was, at the same time, distinguished not less for 
every manly virtue and generous affection, than for skill and 
gallantry in his profession. A more pure, or a mere exalted cha- 
racter, certainly has not appeared upon that scene which Mr Scott 
has sought to illustrate with the splendour of his genius ; and it 
is with a mixture of shame and indignation, that we find him 
grudging a single ray of that profuse and readily yidded glory 
to gild the grave of his lamented countryman. To offer a lavish 
tribute of praise to the living, whose task is still incomplete, 
may be be generous and munificent ; — ^but to departed merit it 
is due in strictness of justice. Who will deny that Sir John 
Moore was all that we have now said of him? or who will 
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doubt that his nntimelj death in the hour of yictory, would have 
been eagerly seized upon by an impartial poet, as a noble theme 
for generous lamentation and eloquent praise ? But Mr Scott's 
political fnends hare &ncied it for their interest to calumniate the 
memory of this illustrious and accomplished person, — ^and Mr 
Scott has permitted the spirit of party to stand in the way, not 
only of poetical justice, but of patriotic and generous feeling. 

" It is this for which we grieve, and feel ashamed ; — this hard- 
ening and deadening effect of political animosities, in cases where 
politics should have nothing to do ; — this apparent perversion, 
not merely of the judgment but of the heart ;->this implacable 
resentment, which wars not only with the living but with the 
dead;— and thinks it a reason for defrauding a departed warrior of 
his glory, that a political antagonist has been zealous in his praise. 
These tilings are lamentable, and they cannot be alluded to with- 
out some emotions of sorrow and resentment. But they affect 
not the fame of him on whose account these emotions are suggest-, 
ed. The wars of Spain, and the merits of Sir John Moore, will 
be commemorated in a more impartial and a more imperishable 
record, than the Vision of Don Boderick ; and his humble monu- 
ment in the citadel of Corunna, will draw the tears and the ad. 
miration of thousands, who concern not themselves about the ex- 
ploits of his more fortunate assooiates.** — Edinburgh BevieWy vol. 
xviii. 1811. 

The reader who desires to understand Sir Walter Scott's de- 
Hberate opinion on the subject of Sir John Moore'd military cha- 
racter and conduct, is referred to the Life of Napoleon Bonaparte 
(first edit.), vol. vi. chap. ix. p. 280-1. But perhaps it may be 
neither unamusing nor uninstructive to consider, along with the 
diatribe just quoted from the Edinburgh Beview, some reflections 
from the pen of Sir Walter Scott himself on the injustice done to 
a name greater than Moore's in the noble stanzas on the Battle 
of Waterloo, in the third canto of Childe Harold^an injustice 
which did not call forth any rebuke irom the Edinburgh critics. 
Sir Walter in reviewing this canto said, 

" Childe Harold arrives on Waterloo — a scene where all men« 
where a poet especially, and a poet such as Lord Byron, must needs 
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pause, and amid the qniet simplieit^ of whose scenery is excited 
a moral interest, deeper and more potent even than that which is 
produced by gadng upon the sublimest efforts of Nature in her 
most romantic recesses. 

" That Lord Byron^s sentiments do not correspond with ours 
is obvious, and we are sorry for both our sakes. For our own,— 
because we have lost that note of triumph with which his harp 
would otherwise have rung over a field of glory such as Britain 
never reaped before ; and on Lord Byron's account, — ^because it 
is melancholy to see a man of genius duped by the mere cant of 
words and phrases, even when facts are most broadly confronted 
with them. If the poet has mixed with the original, wild, and 
magnificent creations of his imagination, prejudices which he 
could only have caught by the contagion which he most professes 
to despise, it is he himself that must be the loser. If his lofty 
muse has soared in all her brilliancy over the field of W&terloo 
without dropping even one leaf of laurel on the head of Welling- 
ton, his merit can dispense even with the praise of Lord Byron. 
And as when the images of Brutus were exclud§d from the tri- 
umphal procession, his memory became only the more powerfully 
imprinted on the souls of the Bomans — the name of the British 
hero wffl be but more eagerly recalled to remembrance by the 
very lines in which his praise is forgotten.** — Quarterly Review^ 
vol xvi. 1816J 



END OF YOLUMB HIKTE. 
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